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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


oRSINO, Duke of Illyria. 
Sebaſtian, @ young gentleman, brother to Viola. 


Antonio, a ſea-captain, friend to Sebaſtian. 
Valentine, 
Curio, £ Gentlemen attending on the * | 
Sir Toby Belch, uncle to Olivia. 
Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, a fooliſh Knight, pretending 20 
Olivia, 
A ſea-captain, friend to Viola. 
Fabian, ſervant 10 Olivia. 
Malvolio, a fantaſtical fleward to Olivia. 
Coon, (ſervant to Olivia. 


Olivia, a lady of great beauty and fortune, belovw'd by the 


Duke. 
Viola, in love with the Duke. 


Maria, Qlivia's woman. 


Prieſt, Sailors, Officers, and other allendants, 


. ͤÕ˙—wꝛ2 X. 


8 CE N E, a City on the Coaſt of Illyria, 


THNIG HT: 
WDM 


WHAT YOU WILL. 


— — 


— — 


12 4 


Enter the Duke, Curio, and Lords. 


Duke. M F muſick be the food of love, play on, 
1 Give me exceſs of it; that ſurfeiting 

| The appetite may ſicken, and fo die. 
That ftrain again, it had a dying fall : 
O, it came o'er my ear, like the ſweet ſouth 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing, and giving odour. * Huſh! no more: 
Tis not fo ſweet now as it was before. 
O ſpirit of love, how quick and freſh art thou! 
That, notwithſtanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the ſea, nought enters there 
Of what validity and pitch ſoe'er, 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Even in a minute; fo full of ſhapes is faney, 

That it alone is high fantaſtical. 
Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord ? 

Duke. What, Curio ? 

Cur. The hart. 

Duke. Why ſo I do, the nobleſt that J have; 
O when my eyes did ſee Olivia firit, 
Methought ſhe purg'd the air of peſtilence ; 
That inſt int was I turn'd into a hart, 
And my deſires, like fell and cruel hounds, | 
_ Fer ſince purſue me, How now, what news from her? 
AZ Enter 
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Enter Valentine. 
Val. So pleaſe my lord, I might not be admitted, 

But from her hand-maid do return this anſwer: 

The element it ſelf, 'till ſeven years hence, 

Shall not behold her face at ample view; 

But like a cloyſti®#{ ſhewill veiled walk, 

And water once a day her chambers round 

With eye-offending brine ; all this to ſeaſon 

A brother's dead love, which ſhe would keep freſh 

And laſting in her fad remembrance ſtill. 

Dake. -O ſhe, that hath a heart of that fine frame, 

To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 

How will ſhe love, when the rich golden thaft 

Hath kill'd the flock of all Affections elſe 

That live in her? when liver, brain, and heart. 

Theſe ſov'reign thrones, are all ſupply'd, and fill'd, 

Her ſweet perfections, with one ſelftname King! 

Away, before me to ſweet beds of flowers, 

Love-thoughts he rich, when canopy'd with bowers.[ Exeunt. 

Enter Viola, a Capiæiu and Sailors. | 
e. What country, friends, is this? 
(Cap. Hllyrta, | lady. 
776. And what ſhould ] do in Lhria ? 

My brother he is in Ein. 

Perchance he is not drown'd ; what think vou, ſailors ? 
Cap. It is perchance that you your ſelf were ſav'd. 
Vio. O my poor brother! ſo perchance may he be. 
Cap. True, madam: and to comfort you with chance, 

Aſſure your ſelf, aſter our ſhip did ſplit, 

When you, and that poor number ſav'd with you, 

Hung on our driving boat, I faw your brother, 

Rloſt prevident in peril, bind himſelf 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 

To a ſtrong maſt that liv d upon the fea ; 

Where like Arion on the dolphin's back, 

] fee him hold acquaintance with the waves, 


So long as I could fee. . 
io. There's gold for ſaying fo, 

Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 

Wherero thy ſpeech ſerves for authority, 

The like of him. Know'ſt thou this country ? 


Cap, Ay, Madam, well ; for I was bred and born 


4 


Not three hours travel from this very place. 2 
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Vio. Who governs here? 
Cap. A noble Duke in nature as in name. 
Vio. What is his name? 
Cap. Or fins. 0 
Vio. Orfino ! T have heard my father name him 
He was a batchelor then. A 
Cap. And fo is now, or was ſo very late; 
For but a month ago I went from hence, 
And then 'twas freſh in murmur (as you know 
What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of) 
That he did ſeek the love of fair Olivia. 
Vio. What's ſhe ? . 
Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That dy'd ſome twelve months fince, then leaving her 
In the protection of his ſon, her brother, | 
Who fhortly alſo dy'd ; for whoſe dear love, 
They ſay, ſhe hath abjur'd the ſight 
And company of men. 
Vio. O that I ſerv'd that lady, 
And might not be deliver'd to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occaſion, mellow - 
What my eſtate is | 
Cap. That were hard to compaſs, 
Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of fait, 
No, not the Duke's. 
Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain; 
And tho' that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution; yet of thee, 
I will believe, thou haſt a mind that ſuits 
With this thy fair and outward character : 
I pr'ythee, and Ill pay thee bounteoully, 
Conceal me what I am, and by my aid 
For ſuch diſguiſe as haply ſhall become 
The form of my intent. I'll ſerve this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an eunuch to him, 
Ie may be worth thy pains ; for I can ſing, 
And ſpeak to him in many forts of muſick, 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 
What elſe may hap, to time I will! commit, 
Only ſhape thou thy ſilence to my wit. 
Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute ]'l! be: 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſec. 
| „ Fis. 
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Vio. I thank thee, lead me on. [Exeunts 
Exter Sir Toby, and Mara. 

Sir To. What a plague means my neice to take the 
death of her brother thus? I am ſure care's an enemy to 
life. a 
Mar. By my troth, Sir 754, you muſt come in earlier 
a- nights; your neice, my lady, takes great exceptions to 
your ill hours. | 

Sir To. Why let her except, before excepted. 

Mar. Ay, but you muſt confine your ſelf within the 

modeſt limits of order. 


- 


Sir To. Confine? T'll confine my ſelf no finer than 1 


am; theſe cloaths are good enough to drink in, and fo 
be theſe boots too; if they be not, let them hang them- 


ſelves in their own ſcraps. | 
Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you; I 


heard my lady talk of it yeſterday, and of a foolith. 


Knight that you brought in one night here, to be her 
wooer, | 

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any in [/hr:a. 

Mar. What's that to the purpoſe ? 

Sir To, Why he has three thouſand ducats a year. 


Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all theſe du - 


cats : He's a very fool, and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fie, that you'll ſay ſo! he plays o'th' viol- 
de-gambo, and ſpeaks three or four languages word 
for word without book, and hath all the good gifts of 
nature, IP 

Mar. He hath indeed, almoſt natural ; for befides that 
he's a fool, he's a great quarreller ; and but that he hath 
the gift of a coward to allay the guit he hath in quarrel- 
ling, *tis thought among the prudent, he would quickly 
have the gift of a grave. | 

Sir Tho. By this hand they are ſcoundrels and ſub- 
RraRors that ſay ſo of him. Who are they? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in 
your company. | 

Sir To.. With drinking healths to my neice : T1] drink 
to her as long as there's a paſſage in my throat, and drink 
in Ihria. He's a coward and a coyſtril that will not 


drink, _ 
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drink to my neice 'till his brains turn o'th' toe like a 
pariſh top. What wench ? Caſfliliaus walzo for here 
comes Sir Andreu: Ague-face. 
Enter Sir Andrew. 0 

Sir Aud. Sir Toby Belch! how now, Sir Toby Belch ? 

Sir Te. Sweet Sir Andrew / 

Sin And. Bleſs you, fair Shrew. 

Mar. And you too, Sir. 

Sir To. Accoſt, Sir Andrew, accoſt. 

Sir Aud. What's that? 

Sir To, My neice's chamber maid. 

Sir Aud. Good miſtreſs Accaſt, I deſire better acquain- 
tance. 

Mar. My name is Mary, Sir. | 

Sir And. Good miltreſs Mary Accoſt. 

Sir To. You miſlake, Knight: Accoſt is, front her, 


board her, wooe her, aſſail her. 2 

Sir Ard. By my troth, I woald not undertake her in 
this company. Ls that the meaning of accoſt? 

Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. 

Sir To. If thou let her part fo, Sir Andrew, would 
thou might'ſt never draw ſword again. 

Sir And. If you part ſo, miſtreſs, I would I might 
never draw ſword again. Fair lady, do you think you 
have fools in hand ? 

Mar. Sir, J have not you by th' hand. 

Sir And. Marry but you ſhall have, and here's my hand. 

Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free: I pray you bring 
your hand to th' buttery bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And. Wherefore, ſwect heart? what's your me- 
taphor ? 

Mar. It's dry, Sir. 

Sir Aud. Why, I think fo: Jam not ſuch an afs, but 
I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jck ? 

Mar. A dry jeſt, Sir. 

Sir And. Are you full of tlem ? 

Mar. Ay, Sir, I. have them at my fingers ends: 
marry, now [| let go your hand, I am barren. [ Exit Mar. 

Sir To. O Knight, thou lack'it a cup of canary : when 


did I fee thee fo put down? 
Sir And. Never in your life, I think, unleſs yeu ſee 


$ canary put me down: Methinks {ſometimes 1 have no 


924 more 
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more wit than a chriſtian or an ordinary man has; but I 
am a great eater of beef, and I believe that does harm to 
my wit. 

Sir To. No queſton. 

$7. And. If I thought that, I'd forſwear it. T'll ride 
home to-morrow, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Pourguoy, my dear Knight ? | 

Sir And. What is porerquoy ? do, or not do? I would 
I had beſtowed that time in the tongues, that I have in 
feneing, dancing, and bear-baiting. O had I but fol- 
low'd the arts, 

Fir To Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of hair, 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 

Sir To. Paſt queſtion, for thou ſeeſt it will not cool my | 
nature, | 

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does't not. 

Sir To. Excellent, it hangs like flax on a diſtaff; and 
J kope to fee a houſe wife take thee between her legs 

and ſpin it off. Os | 

Sir And. Faith I'll home to-morrow, Sir Toby, your 
neice will not be ſeen, or if ſhe be, it's four to one ſhe'll ©" 
none of me: The Duke himſelf here hard by wooes 
her. 

Sir To. She'll none o'th' Duke, ſhe'll] not match a- 
bove her degree, neither in eſtate, years, nor wit; I have 
heard her wear. Tut, there's life in't man. 

Sir Aud. Vil ſtay a month longer. I am a fellow 
o'ch' ſtrangeſt mind i'tl. world: I delight in masks and 
reve ls ſometimes altogether. | 

Sir To. Art thou good at theſe kick-ſhaws, Knight ? 

Sir And. As any man in 1/h1i2 whatſoever he be, un- 
der the degree of my betters, and yet I will not com- 
Fare with an old man. ; 

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, Knight? 

Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't. 

Sir And. And I think I have the back-trick, ſimply as 
ſtrang as any man in //lyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are theſe things hid ? wherefore 
have theſe gifts a curtain before 'em ? are they like to 
take duſt, like miltrefs Ma/Ps picture; why doſt thou 
not go to church in à galliard, and come home in a 

coranto: 


ff 
Fd 


0 
d 


. Thou know'ſt na leſs, but all: I have unclaſp'd 


As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 


IF hat you ell, 2 9 


— my very walk ſhould be a jig ! I would not io 
much as make water but in a fink-a-pace : What Colt 
thou mean ? is it a world to hide virtues in ? I did think, 
by. the excellent conſlitution of thy leg, it was form'd 
under the ſtar of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well 
in 2. flame-colour'd ſtocking. Shall we ſet about ſome 
revels ? 

Sir To. What ſhall we do elſe ; were we not born un- 
der Taurus ? 

Sir And. Taurus ? that's ſides and heart. 

Sir To. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me ſee thee 
caper ; ha, higher : Ha, ha, excellent. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire. 

Val. If the Duke continue theſe favours towards you, 
Ceſario, you are like to be much advanc'd ; he hath 
known you but three days, and already you are no itranger. 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in queition the continuance ct his love. Is 
he inconſtant, Sir, in his favours. 

Fal. No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and attendants. 
Vio. I thank you: Here comes the Duke. 

Duke. Who ſaw Cefario, boa: 

Vio. On your attendance, my lord, here. 

Duke. Stand you a while aloof. Ceſar io, 


To thee the book even of my ſecret ſoul. 

Therefore, good youth, addreſs thy gate unto her, 
Be not deny'd acceſs, ſtand at her doors, | 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot [hall grow 

Till thou have audience. 


Vio. Sure, my noble lord, 
If ſhe be ſo abandon'd to her forrow 


Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprefited return. 

Vio. Say I do ſpeak with her, my lord, what then ? 

Duke. O then, unfold the paſſion of my love, 
Surprize her with diſcourſe of my dear faith ; 


It ſhall become thee well to at my woes ; 


She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Ag . The 
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Than in a nuncio's of more grave aſpect. 
Vio. I think not ſo, my lord. 
Duke. Dear lad, believe it: 
For they ſhall yet belie thy happy Years, 
That ſay thou art a man: Diana's lip 
Is not more ſmooth and rubious; thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, ſhrill and ſound, 
And all is ſemblative a woman's part. 
T know thy conſtellation is right apt 
For this affair : Some four or five attend him, 
All if you will; for I my ſelf am beſt 
When leaſt in company. Proſper well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy lord, 
'To call his fortunes thine. 
Vio. I'll do my beſt 
To woo your lady; yet, O baneful ſtrife! 
Who. e'er I woo, my ſelf would be his wife. _ [Exe, 
Enter Maria and Clown. 
Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, or i 
will not open my lips ſo wide as a briſtle may enter in 
way of thy excuſe; my lady will hang thee for thy 


 abience. 


Ch. Let her hang me; he that is well hang'd in this 


world need fear no adiours. 


Mar. Nlake that good. 

Cl. He ſhall fee non: to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten anſwer: I can tell thee where 
that ſaying was born, of I fear no colours. | 

Ch. Where, good miſtreſs Mary? 

Mar. In the wars, and that may you be bold to ſay in 
your footcry. 

Ch. Well, God give them wiſdom that have it ; and 
thoſe that are {oo!s ct them uſe their talents, 

Mar. Yet vou will be hang'd for being ſo long ab- 
ſent, or be turn'd away ; is not that as good as a hanging 


to you? 


Ch. Many 2 good hanging prevents a bad marriage; ; 
and for turning away, let ſummer bear it out. 

Nar. You are reſolute then? 

Cle. Not fo neither, but I am reſolv'd on two points. 

Z/ar. That if one bieak the other will ho'd; or, if 
both break, your gaskings fall, 


Che 
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Ch. 27 in good faith, very apt: well, go thy way, 
if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as witty a 
piece of Eve's fleſh as any in Ihria. 

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o'that : Here comes 
my lady ; make your excuſe wiſely, you were beſt. [Exz. 
Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 

Ch. Wit, and't be thy will, put me into good fool- 
ing ; thoſe wits that think they have thee do very oft 
prove fools ; and I that am ſure I lack thee, may pats 
for a wiſe man. For what ſays 2uinapalus, better a 
witty fool than a fooliſh wit. God bleſs thee lady. 

Oli. Take the fool away. 

Ch. Do you not hear fellows, take away the lady. 

Oli. Go to, y'are a dry fool; I'il no more of you; 
beſides you grow diſhoneſt. 

Ch. Two faults, Madona, that drink and good coun- 
ſel will amend ; for give the dry fool drink, then is the 
fool not dry. Bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſelf ; if 
he mend, he is no longer diſhoneſt if he cannot, let the 
botcher mend him. Any thing that's mended is but 
patch'd ; virtue that tranſgreſles is but patch'd with ſin, 
and fin that amends is but patch'd with virtue. If that 
this imple ſillogiſm will ſerve, ſo; if it will not, what 
remedy ? as there is no true cuckold but calamity, ſo 
beauty's a flower: The lady bad take away the fool, 
therefore I ſay again, take her away. 

Oli. Sir, I bad them take away you. 

Ci. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree. Lady, Cacullus 
ron facit monachum 3 that's as much as to ſay, wear not 
motley in my brain: Good Madana, give me leave to 
prove you a fool. 

Oli. Can you do it; 

Ch Dexterouſly, good Madona. 

Oli. Make your proof. 

"Ch. I muſt catechize you for it, Madina; good my 
mouſe of virtue anſwer me. 

Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idleneſs, I'll bid 
your proof. 

Ch. Good Madina why mourn'it thou ? 

Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 

Cl. I think his ſoul is in hell, Madona. 

O/; I know his foul is in heav'n, fool. 
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Ch. The more fool you, Mauna, to mourn for your 
\ brother's ſoul being in heav'n : take away the fcol, gen- 
tlemen. a | 

Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolis, doth he 
not mend ? 

Mal. Yes, and ſhall do, *till the pangs of: death ſhake 
him, infirmity, that decays the wiſe, doth ever make 
better the fool! | 

Ch. God fend you, Sir, a ſpeedy infirmity, for the 
better increaſing your folly : Sir Toby will be {worn that J 
am no fox, but he will not paſs his word for two pence 
that you are no fool. 

Oli. How ſay you to that, Malxolio? 

Mal. I marvel your ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch a 
barren raſcal; I ſaw him put down the other day with an 
ordinary fool that has no more brains than a ſtone. Look 
you now, he's out of his guard already; unleſs you laugh 
and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gagg'd. f proteſt I 


take theſe wiſe men that crow fo at theſe ſet kind of 


fools, no better than the fools Zanies. 

OH. O you are ſick of ſelf.- love, Malvolio, and taſte 
with a diſtemper'd appetite. To be generous, guiltleſs, 
and of free diſpoſition, is to take thofe things for bird- 
bolts that you deem canon-bullets: There is no ſlander 
in an allow'd fool, though ke do nothing but rail; nor 
no railing in a known diſcreet man, though he do no- 
thing but reprove. 

C/o. Now Mercury indue thee with leaſing, for thou 
ſpeak'i well of fools. 
| N Enter Maria. | . 
Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentleman 
much deſires to ſpeak with you. 2 0 

Oli. From the Count One is it Þ 

Mar. I know not, madam, tis a fair young man, and 
well attended. | 

Oli. Who of my peop!e hold him in delay? 

Mar. Sir Toby, MRdam, your uncle. 

Oli. Fetch him off I pray you, be ſpeaks nothing but 
madman : Fie on him. Go you, Matvelio; it it be a fuit 


from the Count, I am ſick, or not at home. What you 


will to diſmiſs it, [Exit Malvolio.] Now fee, Sir, how 
your fooling grows old, and people diſlike it. 


* 


C. 
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Ch. Thou haſt ſpoke for us, Madona, as if thy eldeſt 
ſon ſhould be a fool: whoſe ſcull Tode cram with brains, 
for here comes one of thy Kin has a moit weak Pia- 
mater, 

Enter Sir Toby. 
Oli. By mine honour, half drunk, What is he at the 
gate, uncle ? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

Oli. A gentleman ? what gentleman ? 

Sir To. Tis a gentleman here. A plague o' theſe 


pickle herring : how now, fot? 


Ch. Good Sir Toby. 

Oli. Uncle, uncle, how have you come ſo early by 
this lethargy ? 

Sir To. Letchery, I deſie letchery : there's one at the 

ate. 
4 Oli. Ay marry, what is he? 

Sir To. Let him be the devil and he will, I care not; 
give me faith, ſay I. Well, it's all one. Ex. 

Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool ? 

Ch. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman : one 
draught above heat makes him a fool, the ſecond mads 
him, and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and ſeek the coroner, and let him fit o 
my uncle ; for he's in the third degree of drink ; he's 
drown'd ; go look aſter him. 

Ch. He is but mad yet, Madona, and the fool ſhall 
loak to the madman. E. Clown. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mal. Madam, yond young fellow ſwears he will ſpeaks 
with you. I told him you were ſick, he takes on him to 
underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes. to ſpeak with 
you. I tald him you were afleep, he ſeems to have a 
fore-knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to ſpeak 
with you. What is to be faid to him, lady? he's fortifi- 
ed againſt any denial. 

Oli. Tell him he ſhall not ſpeak with me. 

Mal. He has been told ſo; and he ſays heil and a at 
your door like a ſherift's poit, and be the —— to a 
bench, but he'll {peak with you. 

Ok. What kind o'man is he? 

Mal. Why, of mankind. 

| O. 
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Oli. What manner of man? 


Mal. Of very ill manners; he'll ſpeak with you, will 


you or no. 

Oli. Of what perſonage and years is he ? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough 
for a boy ; as a ſquaſh is before 'tis a peaſcod, or a cod- 
ling when 'tis almoſt an apple: 'tis with him in ſtanding 
water, between boy and man. He is very well-favour'd, 
and he ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly ; one would think his mo- 
ther's milk were ſcarce out of him. 

Oli. Let him approach: call in my gentlewoman. 

Mal. Gentiewoman, my lady calls. [ Exit. 

Enter Maria. 


Oli. Give me my vail; come, throw it'o'er my face ; 


We'll once more hear O»fino's embaſſy. 
Enter Viola. 

Vio. The honourable lady of the houſe, which is ſhe ? 
Oli. Speak to me, I ſhall anſwer for her; your will!? 
Vio. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable beau- 
ty I pray you tell me if this be the lady of the 
houſe, for I never ſaw her. I would be loth to caſt away 
my ſpeech ; for beſides that it is excellently well penn'd, 
I have taken great pains tocon it. Good beauties let me 
ſuſtain no ſcorn; I am very comptible, even to the leaſt 
ſiniſter uſage. | 

Oli. Whence came you, Sir? 

Vio. I can ſay little more than I have ſtudied, and 
that queſtion's eut of my part. Good gentle one, give 
me modeſt aſſurance, if you be the lady of the houſe, 
that I may proceed in my ſpeech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian? 

Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the very 
fangs of malice, I ſwear I am not that I play. Are you 
the lady of the houſe ? a 

Oli. If I do not uſurp my ſelf, J am. | 

Vio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, ycu do ufurp your 
ſelf; for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to reſerve ; 
but this is from my commiſſion. I will on with my 
ſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the heart of my 
meſſage. Ken | 
Oli. Come to what is important in't: I forgive you 
the praiſe, | | 

Vis, 


Ty 
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Vis. Alas, I took great pains to ſtudy it, and 'tis poe- 
tical. 

Oli. It is the more like to be feign d. I pray you 
keep it in. J heard you were ſawey at my gates, and I 
allow'd your approach, rather to wonder at you than 
to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone ; if you have 
reaſon, be brief: tis not that time of the moon with me, 
to make one in ſo skipping a dialogue. 

Mar. Will you hoiſt ſail, Sir? here lyes your way. 

Vio. No, good ſwabber, I am to hull a little longer. 
Some mollification for your giant, ſweet lady: tell me 
your mind, I am a meflenger. | 

Ol. Sure you have ſome hedious matter to deliver, | 
when the curteſie of it is ſo fearful. Speak your Office. | 

Vio. It alones concerns your ear. I bring no overture 

| of war, no taxation of homage ; I hold the olive in my 
TY hand: my words are as full of peace as matter. | 

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you? what 

would you ? | 

Vio. The rudeneſs that hath appear'd in me have I 
3 learn d from my entertainment. What J am, and what I 

would, are as ſecret as maiden-head; to your ears, divi- 
nity; to any other's, Prophana tion. 

O. Give us the place alone. [ Exit Maria.] We will 

hear this diviaity, Now, Sir, Wuat is your text? 

Vio. Moſt ſweet lady. | 
$6 Cli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be ſaid | 
of it. Where lyes the text ? | 

Vio. In Or/ino's boſom. | 

Oli. In his boſom ? in what chapter of his boſom ? 

Vio, To anſwer by the method, in the firſt of his 
hearr. 

Oli, O, I have read it; it is hereſie. Have you no | 
more to ſay ? | 

Vie. Good madam let me ſee your face. 

4 Ol. Have you any commiſſion from your lord to nego- 
tiate with my face; you are now out of your text; but 

we will draw the curtain, and ſthew you the picture. 
Look you, Sir, ſuch a one I was this preſent: is't not 
well done? 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

| Oi. "Tis in grain, Sir, will endure wind and wea- 

4 ' ther, Vis, 
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Vio. Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 
Nature's own ſweet and cunning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruell'ſt ſhe alive, 
If you will lead theſe graces to the grave, 
And leave the world no copy. 

Ol. O, Sir, I will not be ſo hard-hearted ; I will give 
out divers ſchedules of my beauty. It ſhall be invento- 
"Tied, and every particle and utenſil-label'd to my will. 
As, Item, two lips indifferent red. Lem, two grey eyes, 
with lids to them, ze, one neck, one chin, and ſo 
forth. Were you ſent hither to praiſe me ? | 
Vio. I ſee you what you are, you are too proud: 

But if you were the devil, you are fair. 
My lord and maiter loves you : O ſuch love 
Could be but recompenc'd, tho* you were crown'd 
The non-parell of beauty. | 

O/i. How does he love me? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 

With groans that thunder love, with ſighs of fire. 

Oli. Vour lord docs know my mind, I cannot love 

him; | 
Yet I ſuppoſe him virtuous, know him nobbe, 
Of great eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſs youth; 
In voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant, 
. And in dimenſion and the ſhape of nature 
A graczous.perſon ; yet I cannot love him; 
He might have took his anſwer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my malter's flame, 

With ſuch a ſuffering, ſuch a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no ſenſe: 
I would not underſtand it. 

O/i. Why, what would you do? 

. Fi. Make mea willow cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my ſoul within the houſe ; 

Write loyal cantos of contemned love, 

And ſing them loud even in the dead of night : 
Hollow your name to the reverberate hills, 
And make the babling goſſip of the air | 
Crx out, Olivia: O you ſhould not reſt 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you ſhould pity me. | 

Of. You might do much: A 
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Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well: 

Jam a gentleman. 

Oli. Get you to your lord; 

J cannot love him: let him ſend no more, 

Unleſs, perchince, you come to me agun, 

To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 

I thank you for your pains ; ſpend this for me. 
Vio. I am no feed-pot, lady; keep your purſe: 

My Maſter, not my ſelf, lacks recompence. 

Love, make his heart of flint, that you ſhall love, 

And let your fervour like my maſter's be, 

Plac'd in contempt : farewel, fair cruelty. LExit. 

Oli. What is your parentage ? 

Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well: 

I am a gentleman ll be fworn thou art. 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and ſpirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon — not too faſt ——— 

foft, ſoft, 

Unleſs the maſter were the man. How now ? 
Even ſo quickly may one catch the p'ague ? 
Methinks I feel this youth's perfections, 

With an inviſible and ſubtile ſtealth 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be 
What hoa, Malvolio. | 

Enter Malvolio. 
Mal. Here, madam, at your ſervice. 

Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſh meſſenger, 
The Duke's man; he left this ring behind him 
Would I, or not: tell him, I'll none of it. 

Defire him not to flatter with his lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him: 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
Pl! give him reaſon for't. Hye thee, Malvolio. 
Mal. Madam, a will. 
Oli. I do Tt know not what, and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind : 
Fate, ſhew thy force ; our ſelves we do not owe ; 


What is decreed mult be; and be this ſo. [Exit, 
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Enter Antonio and Sebaſtian. 


Antonio. ILL you ſtay no longer ? will you not 
that I go with you ? 
Seb. By your patience, no: my ſtars ſhine darkly over 


me; the malignancy of my fate might perhaps diſtem per 


yours; therefore I crave of you your leave, that I may 
bear my evils alone. It were a bad recompence for your 
love, to lay any of them on you. 

Ant. Let me yet know cf you, whither you are 
bound. | 

Seb. No ſooth, Sir, my determinate voyage is meer 
extravagancy : but I perceive in you ſo excellent a touch 
of modeſty, that you will not extort from me what I am 
willing to keep in; therefore it charges me in manners 
the rather to expreſs my ſelf: you muſt know- of me 
then, Antonio, my name is Sebaſtian, which I call'd Ro- 
dorigo ; my father was that Sebaſtian of Meſjaline, whom 
I know you have heard of. He left behind him, my 
ſelf, and a Siſter, both born in one hour; if the heav'ns 
had been pleas'd, would we had ſo ended! but you, Sir, 


alter'd that, for ſome hours before you took me from the 


breach of the ſea, was my ſiſter drown'd. 


Ant. Alas the day! LY 
Seb. A lady, Sir, tho' it was ſaid ſhe much reſem- 


bled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but tho? 


I could not with ſuch eſtimable wonder over-far believe 


that, yet thus far I will boldly publiſh her, ſhe bore a 
mind that envy could not but call fair: ſhe is drown'd 
already, Sir, with falt water, tho' I ſeem to drown her 
remembrance again with more. 

Ant. Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

Ant. If you will not murther me for my love, let me 
be your ſervant. 
Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that is, 
Kill him whom you have recover'd, deſire it not. Fare 
you well at once, my boſom is full of kindneſs, and I am 


yet ſo near the manners of my mother, that upon the leaſt 
occaſion 


— 2 


* 
an. 9 Swi ra 


What you will. 19 


occaſion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me: I am 
bound to the Duke Ons court; fe rewel. [Exit, 

Ant. The gentleneſs of all the gods go with thee. 

J have made enemies in Orfxz's court, 

Elſe would I very ſhortly fee thee there: 

But come what may, I do adore thee ſo, 

That danger ſhall ſeem ſport, and I will go. [Exit. 
Enter Viola and Malvolio at ſeveral doors. 

Mal. Were not you c'en now with the Counteſs 
Olivia ? 

Vio. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have ſince 
arrived but hither, 

Mal. She returns this ring to you, Sir; you might 
have ſaved me my pains, to have taken it away your ſelf 
She adds moreover, that you ſhou:d put your lord into a 
deſparate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him. And one 
thing more, that you be never ſo hardy to come again in 
his affairs, unleſs it be to report your lord's taking of this: 
receive it ſo. 

Vio. She took the ring of me, I'll none of it. 

Mal. Come, Sir, you peeviſhly threw it to her, and 
her will is, it ſhould be ſo return'd : if it be wroth ſtoop- 
ing for, there it lyes in your eye; if not, be it his that 
finds it. [ Ext. 

Vio. I left no ring with her; what means this lady ? 
Fortune forbid my outfide have not charm'd her ! 
She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 
That ſure methought her eyes had loſt her tongue, 
For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly: | 
She loves me ſure, the cunning of her paſſion 
Invites me in this churliſh meſſenger. 

None, of my lord's ring? Why he ſent her none, 
I am the man — If it be ſo as 'tis, 

Poor lady, ſhe were better love a dream. 
Diſguiſe, I ſee thou art a wickedneſs, 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How eaſie is it, for the proper falſe - 

In womens waxen hearts to ſet their forms! 
Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 

For ſuch as we are made, if fuch we be. . 

How will this fadge ? my maſter loves her dearly, 
And I poor monſter, fond as much on him ; 


— 
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And ſhe, miſtaken, ſeems to dote on me: 

What will become of this? as Iam man, 

My ſtate is deſperate for my maſter's love ; 

As I am woman, now alas the day, 

What thriftleſs ſighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe ? 

O time, thou mutt untangle this, not I, 

It is too hard a knot for me t'unty. [ Exit, 


Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 


Sir To. Approach Sir Andrew: not to be a-bed aſter 
midnight, is to be up betimes, and Di/uculo ſurgere, thou 
Kknow''ſt. : 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I know, 
to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To. A falſe concluſion : I hate it as an unfill'd can; 
to be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, is early ; 
ſo that, to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed be- 
times. Does not our life conſiſt of the four elements ? 

Sir And. Faith ſo they ſay, but I think it rather con- 
ſiſts of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Th'art a ſcholar, let us therefore eat and drink. 
Maria I ſay, a ſtoop of wine. 

| Enter Clæxun. 
Sir And. Here comes the fool, 1'faith. | 
Ch. How now, my hearts? did you never ſee the pic- 
ture of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome aſs, now let's have a catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent breaſt, 
I had rather than forty ſhillings I had ſuch a leg, and fo 
{ſweet a breath to ſing, as the fool has. Inſooth thou 
waſt in very gracious fooling laſt night, when thou ſpok'ſt 
of Pigrogromitu:, of the Vapians paſſing the equinoCtial of 
Dueubus ? twas very good 1'faith : 1 ſent thee fix pence 
for thy lemcn, hadit it? | 

Ch. I did impeticos thy gratility ; for Ma/voko's noſe 
is no whip-ſtock. My lady has a white hand, and the 
mirmidons are no bottle-ale houſes. | 

Sir And. Excellent: why this is the beſt fooling, when 
all is done. Nowa ſong.  * 


Sir 
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Sir To. Come on, there's fix pence for you. Let's have 


a ſong. 
Sir And. There's a teſtril of me too; if one knight 


give a 


Ch. Would you have a love-ſong, or a ſong of geod 
life ? 

Sir To. A love-ſong, a love-ſong. 

Sir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good life, 


Clown ſings. 


O miſtreſs mine, where are you roaming ? 

O ftay and hear, your true love's coming, ; 
That can ſing both high and low, 

Trip no further, pretty faveeling, 

'Fourneys end in lovers meeting, 


Every wiſe man's ſon doth know 


Sir And. Excellent good, *faith, 
Sir To. Good, good. 


Clo. What is hoe? "tis mt hereafter : 
- Preſent mirtb hath preſent laughter : 
What's to come, ts ftill unſure. 
In delay there hes ns plenty, 
Then come kiſs me feveet and twenty 2 
Vouth's a fluff will not endure. 


Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true knight, 

Sir Ta A contagious breath. 

Sir Au. Very tweet and contagious, 1'faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the noſe, it is dulcet in contagion. 
But ſhall we make the welkin dance indeed; ſhall we 
rouze the night-owl in a catch, that will draw three 
ſouls out of one weaver ? ſhall we do that ? 

Sir Aud. An you love me, let's do't: I ama dog at a 
catch. 

Ch. Byr lady, Sir, an] ſome dogs will catch well. 

Sir And. Moſt certain; let our catch be, Thou H. 

Ch. Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight. I ſhall be 
conſtrain'd in't, to call thee knave, knight. 

Sir And. * Tis not the firſt time I have conſtrain'd one 
to call me knave. Begin, fool; it begins, Hold thy 


peace. 
Ch, 
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Che. I ſhall never begin, if Thold my peace. 
Sir And. Good i'faith: come, begin. 


[They fing a catch, 
Enter Maria. 

Mar. What a catterwailing do you keep here? If my 
lady have not call'd up her ſteward, Malvolio, and bid 
him turn you out of doors, never truſt me. 

Sir To. My lady's a Catayan, we are politicians, Mal- 
evlio's a Peg-a-Ramſey, and Three merry men be are. Am 
not I conſanguinius? am not I of her blood? 77% wal- 
ley, lady! there dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, lady. 

[Staging | 

Ci. Beſhrew me, the knight's an admirable fooling. 

Ser And. Ay, he does well enough if he be diſpos'd, 
and ſo do I too: he does it with a better grace, but I do 
it more natural. 

Sir To. O twelfth day of December, [Singing, 

Mar. For the love o'God, peace. 

Enter Malvolio, 

Mal. My maſters, are you mad? or what are you? | 
have you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but to gabble like 
tinkers at this time of night? do you make an ale-houſe of 
my lady's houſe, that ye ſqueak out your coziers catches 
without any mitigation or remorſe of voice? is there no 
reſpec ot places perſons, not time in you! 

Sir To. We did keep /time, Sir, in our catches, 
Strike up. 

Mal. Sir Toby, J muſt be round with you. My lady 
bade me tell you, that ſhe harbours you.as her uncle, ſhe's 
nothing ally'd to your diſorders. If you can ſeparate 
your ſelf and your miſdemeanors, you are welcome to the 
houſe : if not, an it would pleaſe you to take leave of her, 
ſhe is very willing to bid you farewel. | 

Sir To. Farewel, dea. heart, fince I muſt needs be 
one. h 
Mal. Nay, good Sir Toby. | 

Ch. His eyes do ſhew his days are almoſt done. 

Mal. Is't even ſo? 

Sir To. But I will never die. 

Ch. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mal. This is much credit to you, 

Sir Jo. Shall I bid him go ? [Singing. 


, 
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Ch. What and if you do? 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and ſpare not? 

Ch, O no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o'tane, Sir, ye lie: art thou any more 
than a ſteward ? doſt thou think becauſe thou art virtu- 
ous, there ſhall be no more cakes and ale ? 

Ch. Yes, by faint Aue; and ginger ſhall be hot i'th' 
mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou'rt i'th* right, Go, Sir, rub your chain 
with crums. A ſtoop of wine, Maria. 

Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz'd my lady's favour at 
any thing more than contempt, you would not give means 
for this uncivil rule ; ſhe ſhall know of it, by this hand, 

[ Exit, 

Mar. Go ſhake your ears. 

Sir Ard. Twere as good a deed as to drink when a 
man's a huugry. to.challenge him to the field, and then 
to break promiſe with him, and make a fool of him. 

Sir To. Do't Knight, I'll write thee a challenge: or I'l] 
deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night ; ſince the 
youth of the Duke's was to-day with my lady, ſhe is 
much out of quiet. For Monſieur Malvolio, let me a- 


lone with him; if I do not gull him into a nay-word, - 


and make him a common recreation, do not think I have 
wit enough to lye ſtraight in my bed: I know I can do it. 
Sir To. Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs us, tell us ſomething of him. 
Mar, Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of a puritan. 
Sir And. O, if T thought that, I'd beat him like a dog. 
Sir To. What, for being a puritan ? thy exquiſite rea- 
ſon, dear Knight. 
Sir And. I have no exquiſite reaſon for't, but I have 
reaſon good enough. | 
Mar. The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing con- 


ſtantly but a time-pleaſer, an affection'd aſs, that cons 


ſtate without book, and utters it by great ſwarths. The 
belt perſuaded of himſelf: So cram'd, as he thinks, with 
excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all that 
look on him, love him ; and on that vice in him will my 
revenge find notable cauſe to work, 


89, Ta. What wilt thou do? 


. Mar, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Mar. I will drop in his way ſome obſcure epiltles of | 
love, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the ſhape of 
his leg, the manner of his gate, the expreſſure of his 
eye, forehead, and complexion, he ſhall find himſelf 
molt feelingly perſonated. I can write very like my lady 
your neice; on a forgotten matter we can hardly make 
diſtinction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent, I ſmell a device. 

Sir And. 1 haveitin my noſe too. 1 

Sir To. He ſhall think by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my neice, and that ſhe is in 


love with him. 


Mar. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe of that colour. 
Sir And. And your horſe now would make him an 


als. 


Mar. Aſs, I doubt not. 
Sir And. O 'twill be admirable. 


Far. Sport royal, I warrant yon: I know my phy- 
fick will work with him. I will plant you two, and let 2 


the fool makea third, where he ſhall find the letter : ob- | 
ſerve his conſtruction of it: for this night to bed, and 
dream on the event. Farewel. LExit. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthifilea. 

Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true bred, and one that adores 
me; what o'that ? 

Sir And. I was ador'd once too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight: thou hadſt need ſend for 
more mony. | | 

Sir And If I cannot recover your neice, IJ am a foul 
way out. 

Sir To. Send for mony, knight; if thou haſt her not 
rth* end, call me cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never truſt me, take it how you 
will. . 
Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn ſome ſack, *tis too 
hte to go to bed now : come knight, come knight. 
[Excunt. 

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 
Duke. Give me ſome muſick; now gcod-morrow 
friends : 


Now good Ce?/ario, but that picce of ſong, 
That 


3 of 
e of 
his 
ſelf 
ady 
ake 


wilt 


s 1n | 


| an 
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That old and antique ſong we heard laſt night ; 
Methought it did relieve my paſſion much, 

More than light airs, and recollected terms 

Of theſe moſt brisk and giddy-paced times, 

Come, but one verſe, ; 

Cur. He is not here, ſo pleaſe your lordſhip, that 
ſhould ſing it. 

Duke, Who was it? 

Cur. Fete the jeſter, my lord, a fool that the lady 
Olivia's father took much delight in. He is about the 
houſe. | | 

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

| [Ex. Curio, [Mufect 
Come hither, boy; if ever thou ſhalt love, 
In the ſweet pangs of it, remember me 
For ſuch as 1am, all true lovers are, 
Unſtaid and skittiſh in all motions elſe, 
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Save in the conſtant image of the creature 


That is belov'd. How dolt thou like this tune? 
Vio. It gives a very eccho to the ſeat 
Where love is thron'd. 

Die. Thou doſt ſpeak maſterly. 
My life upon't, young tho' thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid upon ſome favour that it loves: 
Hath it not, boy? | 
Vi. A little, by your favour. 
Duke. What kind of woman is't ? 
Vio. Of your complexion. 
Dude. She is not worth thee then. 

Fiz. About your years, my lord. 

Due. Too old, by heav*n ; let ſtill the woman takes 
An elder than her ſelf, ſo wears the to him; 

So {ways ſhe level in her huſband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praiſe our ſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unkrm, 
More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and worn, 
Than womens are. 

Fi. I think it well, my lord. 

Dake. Then let thy love be yourger than thy ſelf, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the beur ; 

B 


What years i'faith? 


For 
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For women are as roſes, whoſe fair flower 

Being once diſplay'd, doth. fall that very hour. 
Vio. And fo they are: alas, that they are fo, 

To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 


Enter Curio and Clown, 


Due. O fellow come, the ſong we had laſt night. 
Mark it, Ce/arto, it is old and plain; 
The ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 
And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 
Do uſe to chant it: it is filly ſooth, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. | 
Cle. Are you ready, S ir? 
Date. I pr'ythee ling. (Mufect. 


SONG. 


| Come, axvay, come away, death, 
And in fad cypreſs let me be laid; 
= * away, fly away, breath, 
| J am flain by a fair cruel maid. 
My fprowd of white, fluck all with yew, 
Prepare it. 
My part of death no one. ſo true 
Did ſhare it. | 8; 


Not a flonver, not a flower fueet, 
On my black coffin let there be frown : 


Not a friend, not a friend greet . 
My poor corps, wwhere my bones ſhall be thrown, 
A thenfend thouſand ſighs to Jave, | 
Lay me where 
True lover never find my grave, 
To weep there, 


Duke. There's for thy pains. 
Ch. No pains, Sir; I take pleaſure in 8 Sir. 


Duke. T'll pay thy pleaſure then. 
Ch. Truly, * and pleaſure will be paid one time or 


ther. 
8 Duks 


1 
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Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Ch. Now the melancholy god protect thee, and the 
taylor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, for thy 
mind is a very opal. I would have men of ſuch conſtancy 
put to ſea, that their buſineſs might be every thing, and 
their intent every where, for that's it that always makes a 
good voyage of nothing. Farewel. 1 

Dake. Let all the reſt give place. Once more, Ce/ari9, 
Get thee to yond ſame ſovereign cruelty : 

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; 

The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her, 
Tell her I hold as youy as fortune: 

But 'tis that miracle, and queen of gems 

That nature pranks her in, attracts my ioul. 

Vis. But if ſhe cannot love you, Sir? 

Duke. It cannot be fo anſwer'd. 

Vio. Sooth, but you muſt, 

Say that ſome lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her 
You tell her ſo ; muſt ſhe not then be an{wer'd ? 
Duke. There is no woman's ſides 
Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion, 
As lovedoth give my heart: no woman's heart 
So big to hold ſo much; they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite: 
No motion of the liver, but the pallat, 
That ſuffers ſurfeit, cloyment, and revolt ; 
But mine is all as hungry as the ſea, 
And can digeſt as . 3 make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 
And that I owe Olivia. 
Vio. Ay but I know————— 
Due. What doſt thou know? ; 
io. Too well what love women to men may owe; 
In faith they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
z hoyld your lordſhip. 
B 2 Duke 
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Duke. What's her hiſtory ? 
Vio. A blank, my lord: ſhe never told her love, 
But let concealment, like a worm i'th' bud, 
Feed on her damask cheek : ſhe pin'd in thought, 
and with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She fat like patience on a monument, 
smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed? 
We men may ſay more, ſwear more, but indeed, 
Our ſhews are more than will; for ſtill we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 
Duke. But dy'd thy ſiſter of her love, my boy ? 
Vio. I'mall the daughters of my father's houſe, 
And all the brothers too—— and yet I know not 
Sir, ſhall I to this lady: 
Duke. Ay, that's the theam. 
To her in haſte ; give her this jewel : ſay, * 
My love can give no place, bide no denay. [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and F abian. 


Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I: come; if I lojea ſcruple of chis ſport, 
let me be boil'd to death with melancholy. 

Sir To. Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the nig- 
gardly raſcally ſheep-biter come by ſome notable 
ſhame? p 

Fab. I would exult, man; you know he brought 
_ out of favour with my lady, about a bear-baiting 

ere. 

Sir To. To anger him we 11 have the bear again, and 

we will fool him black and blue, ſhall we not, Sir An- 
G. 
Sir And. An we do not, it's pity of our lives. 


Enter Maria. 


Sir To. Here comes the little villain : how now, my 
nettle of India? 
Mar. Get ye all three into the box- tree; Malvolio's 


coming down this walk, that has been yonder i'th' ſun 
practiing 


* 


Ant. 


able 


and 
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practiſing behaviour to his own ſhadow thi © half hour. 
Obſerve him, for the love of mockery ; for I know this 
letter will make a contemplative ideot of him. Cloſe, in 
the name of jeſting, lye thou there; for here comes the 
trout chat muſt be caught with tickling. LExit. 


Euter Malvolio. 


Mal. Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once told 
me ſhe did affect me; and I have heard herſelf come thus 
near, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be one of mv 
complexion. Beſides, ſhe uſes me with a more exalted 
reſpect, than any one elſe that follows her, What ſhould 
] think on't? | 

Sir To. Here's an over-weaning rogue. 

Fab. Oh peace: contemplation makes a rare turkey- 
cock of him ; how he jets under his advanc'd plumes. 

Sin Aud. *Slife, T could fo beat the rogue. 

Sir To. Peace, I ſay. | 

Mal. To be Count Maluslis. 

Sir To Ah rogue! 

Sir Aud. Piſtol him, piſtol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace 

Mal. There is example for't: the lady of the Stracly 
ried the yeoman of the wardrobe. , | 

Sir Aud. Fie on him, Jexebel. 

Fab. O peace, now he's deeply ia; look how imagi - 
nation blows him. 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, ſit- 
ting in my ſtate 

Sir Jo. O for a ſtone-bow to hit him in the eye. 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd 


velvet gown; having come down from a day-bed, where 


I have left Olivia ſkeping. 
Sir To. Fire and brimſtone! 


Fab. O peace, peace. 
Mal. And then to have the humour of ſtate ; and after 


a demure travel of regard, telling them I know my place, 
as I would they ſhould do theirs—to ask for my uncle 
Toby 
Sir To. Bolts and ſhackles ! 
Fab. Oh peace, peace, peace; now, now. Mat. 
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Mal. Seven of my people with an ebedient ſtart make 
out for him: I frown the while, and perchance wind up 
my watch, or play with ſome rich jewel. Toby approaches, 
curthes to me. 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live? 

Fab. Tho' our ſilence be drawn from us with cares, yet 

ace. 

71% I extend my hand to him thns ; quenching my 


familiar ſmile with an auſtere regard of controul. 


Fir. 2 And dees not Toby take you a blow o'th lips then. 

Mal. Saying, uncle Toby, my fortunes having caſt me 
en your neice, give me this prerogative of ſpeech 

Sir To. What, what? 

Mal. You muſt amend your drunkenneſs. 

$:r To. Out, ſcab ! . 

Fab. Nay. patience, or we break the ſinews of our plot. 

Mal. Beſidee, you waſte the treaſure of your time, with 
2 foolith Knight 

Sir 4nd. "I hat's me, I warrant you. 

Mad. One Sir Argrew, 

Sir And. | knew 'twas I, for many do call me fool. 

Mal. What employment have we here. 

[Taking up a leiter. 

Fab. Now 1s the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. Oh peace] now the ſpirit of humeurs intimate 
reading aloud to him 

Mal. Ey my life this is my lady's hand: Theſe be her 


very C's, her U's, and her T's, and thus makes ſhe her 


eat P's. It is, in contempt of queſtion, her hand. 

Sir And. Her C's, her U's, and her T's: Why that? 

Mal. To the unknorn below'd, this, and my good æuiſbes; 
her very phraſes : By your leave, wax. Soft! and the 


impreflure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes to ſeal ; tis 


my lady: To whom ſhou!d this be? 


Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 
Mal. Jove knows I Sos, but who, lips do not move, no 


man miſt know, No man muſt know—— what follows? 
the number's alter'd —- no man muſt know —. if this 
mould be thee, Malueohs ? : 

| Sir Te. 
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Sir To. Marry hang thee, Brock! 
Mal. 7 may command where I adore, but filence like a 
Lucrece Anif. | 
With bloodleſs ſtroke my heart doth gore, M. O. A. I. doth 
ſway my life. 

Fab. A fuſtian riddle. 

Sir To. Excellent wench, fay J. 

Mal. M. O. 4. I. doth ſway my life—nay, but firſt 
let me ſee let me fee 

Tab. What a diſh of poiſon has fhe dreſs'd him? 

Sir To. And with what wing the ſtallion checks at it? 

Mal. I may command where I ade. Why ſhe may 
command me: [I ſerve her, ſhe is my lady, Why this 
is evident to any formal capacity. There is no obſtructi- 
on in this — and the end what ſhould that alphabeti- 
cal poſition portend ? if I could make that reſemble ſome- 
thing in me? ſoſtly — M. O. A. J. 

Sir To. O, ay! make up that, he is now at a cold ſcent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry un on't for all this, tho' it be as 
rank as a fox. ; 

Mal. M. Malvolio —— M.—— why that begins 
my name. 

Fab. Did not I ſay he would work it out? the cur is 
excellent at faults. | 

Mal. M. But then there is no conſonaney in the ſequel ; 
2 ſuffers under probation : A ſhould follow, but O 

bes. 

Fab. And O ſhall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or] i! cudgel him, and make him cry O. 

Mal. And then 7 comes behind. 

Fab, Ay, and you had any eye behind you, you might 
ſee more detraction at your heels than fortunes before 
vl + 
Mal. M. O. A I. — this ſimulation is not as the for- 
mer and yet to cruſh this a little, it would bow to 
me, for every one of theſe letters is in my name. Soft-, 
here follows proſe - this fall into thy hand, revolve. In 
my flars I am above thee, but be not afraid of greatneſs ; 
ome are torn great, fome atchieve greatneſs, and ſome have 


greatneſs thruſt upon them. > fates open their hands, let thy 
: 4 
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blood and ſpirit embrace them; and to inure thy ſelf is what 
thou art like to be, caſt thy humble ſlough, and appear froh. 
Be oppoſite with a kin/ſman, ſurly with ſervants ; Let thy 


tongue tang arguments of ſtate ; put thy ſelf into the trick of 


fingularity. She thus. adviſes thee, that fighs for thee, Re- 
member who commended thy yellow ſtockings, and aviſb d to 
fee thee ever croſi-garterd. I ſay remember; go to, thou 
art made, if theu defireft to be ſo: If not, let me fee thee a 
feeward ftill, the fell of ſervants, and not worth to. touch 
fortune s fingers. Farewel, She that would aller ſervices 
with thee, The fortunate and happy day-light and 
champian diſcovers no more: This is open. I will be 
proud, I will read politick authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, 
I will waſh off groſs acquaintance, I will be point deviſe, 


the very man. I do now fool my ſelf, to let imaginati- | 


on jade me; for every reaſon excites to this, that my lady 
loves me. She did commend my yellow ſtockings of 
late, ſhe did praiſe my leg, being croſs-garter'd, and in 
this ſhe manifeſts her ſelf to my love, and with a kind 
of injunction drives me to theſe habits of her liking. I 
thank my ſtars, I am happy: I will be ſtrange, ſtout, in 


yellow ſtockings, and croſs-garter'd, even with the fwiſt- - 


neſs of putting on. Jove, and my ſtars be praiſed. Here 


i yet a poſticript. Thou canſt not chuſe but know who am; 


if thou entertaineſt my love, let it appear in thy ſmiling, thy 
ſrailes become thee well, Therefore in my preſence ſtill ſmile, 


dear my feveet, I priythee. Tove, I thank "thee ; I will 


mile, I will do every thing that thou wilt have me. [ Exit. 
Fab. I will not give my part of this. ſport for a pen- 
ſion of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. 
Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 
Sir. And. So could I too. 


Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her, but ſuch ano- 


ther jeſt. | 


Enter Maria, 


Sir And. Nor J neither. 
Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 
Sir To, Wilt thou ſet thy foot o' my neck ? 


Sir Aud. 
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Sir And. Or o' mine either? 
Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and be- 

come thy bond-ſlave ? | | e 
Sir And. I'faith, or I either ? 

Sir To. Why thou haſt put him in ſuch a dream, that 
when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 

Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him? 

Sir To. Like Aguæ vita with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport, marle 
his firſt approach before my lady : He will come to her 
in yellow ſtockings, and 'tisa colour ſhe abhors ; and 
croſs-garter'd, a faſhion ſhe deteſts; and he will ſmile 
upon her, which will now be fo unſuitable to her diſpoſiti- 
on, being addicted to melancholy, as ſhe is, that it can- 
not but turn him into a notable contempt : If you will 
ſee it, follow me. ö | 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar ; thou molt excellent 
devil of wit. 


Sir Ard. T'll make one too. Excuse. 
| | , fi 
AC. EMI. 


Fate Vid. Siem 


Jie AVE thee, friend, and thy mufick : Doft theu 
live by the tabor? - | 

Ch. Ne, Sir, I live by the church. 

Vio. Art thou a churchman ? 

Ch. No ſuch matter, Sia, I do live by the church: Fox 
I do live at my houte, and my hen e doth ſtand by the 
chureh. 

Vio. So thou may'ſt fay the King lyes by a beggar, if 
a beggar dwell near him: Or the church ſtands by thy 
tabor, if thy tabor ſtand by the church. 

Ch. You have ſaid, Sir: To ſee this age! a ſentence 
is but a chev'ril glove to a good wit; how quickly the 
wrong fide may be turned ontward ? 

Vio. Nay, that's certain; they that cally gicely with 
words may quickly make them wanton, = 

2 5 «bbs. 
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Ch. I would therefore my ſiſter had no name, Sir. 

Vio. Why, man? 

Ch. Why, Sir, her name's a word, and t to dally with 
that word, might make my ſiſter wanton ; but indeed, 
words are very raſcals, ſince bonds diſgrac'd them. 

Vio. The reaſon, man? 

Cl. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without words, 
and words are grown ſo falſe, I am loth to prove reaſon 
with them. 

Vio. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and careſt for 
nothing. 

Ch. Not ſo, Sir, I do care for ſomething ; but, in 
my conſcience, Sir, I do not care for you: If that be 
to care for nothing, Sir, I would it would make you in- 
viſible, 

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia's fool ? 

Ch. No indeed, Sir, the lady Olivia has no folly, ſhe 
will keep no fool, Sir, till the be married; and fools are 
as like husbands, as pilchers are to herrings, the hus- 
band's the bigger: I am indeed not her fool, but her 
corrupter of words. 

Vio. I ſaw thee late at the Duke Or/inv's. 

Ch. Foolery, Sir, does walk about the orb like the ſun, 
It ſhines every where. I would be ſorry, Sir, but the 
fool ſhould beas oft with your maſter, as with my miſtreſs : 
I think I ſaw your wiſdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou paſs upon me, I'll no more with 
thee, Hold, there's expences for thee. 

Ch. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, ſend 
thee a beard, 

Vio. By my troth, I'll tel] thee, I am almoſt fick for 
one, though I would not have it grow on my chin, Is 
thy lady within ? 

Ch. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir ? 

Vis. Yes, being kept together, and put to uſe. 

Ch. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrygia, Sir, to 
bring a Cryida to this Plus. 

77. 1 underſtand you, Sir, tis well begg'd. 

C/o. The matter I hope is not great, Sir; begging but 
a beggar: Creida was a beggar, My lady is within, 


Sir, 


What you will. 35 


Sir, I will conſter to them whence you come ; who vou 

are, and what you would, is out of my welkin, I might 

ſay element, but the word is over-worn. [Exits 
Vio. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the fool, 

And to do that well, craves a kind of wit : 

He mult obſerve their mood on whom he jeſts. 

The quality of the perſons, and the time; 

And like the haggard, check at every feather 

That comes before his eye. his is a practice 

As full of labour as a wiſe-man's art : | 

For folly that he wiſely ſhews, is fit ; 

But wiſe men's folly fall'n, quite taints their wit. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 


Str To. Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir And. Dieu vous guarde Monſieur. 

Vio. Et vous auff, voſtre ſerwiteur. 

Sir Ard. I hope, Sir, you are; and I am yours. 

Sir To. Will you-encounter the houſe, my neice 1s de- 
firous you ſhould enter, if your trade be to her 

Vio. J am bound to your neice, Sir; I mean, ſhe is 
the liſt of my voyage. 

Sir To. Taſte your legs, Sir, put them to motion. 

Vio. My legs do better underitand me, Sir, than I un- 
derſtand what you-mean by bidding me taſte my legs. 

Sir To, I mean to go, Sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will anſwer you with gate and entrance, but we 
are prevented, | 


Enter Olivia and Maria. 


Moſt excellent accompliſh'd lady, the heav'ns rain odours 


on you. 4 


Sir And. That youth's a rare courtier ! rain odours ? well, 
Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your own 


moſt pregnant and vouchſafed ear. 


Sir And. Odours, pregnant and vouchſafed ; I'll get 
*m all three ready. * 
I, 


36 TWEITTHNI HT: Or, 


Oli. Let the garden door be ſhut, and leave me to my 
hearing. [Exæeum Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 
Give me your hand, Sir. | | 

Vio. My duty, Madam, and moſt humble ſervice. 

Oli. What is you name? 

Vio. Ceſario is your ſervant's name, fair princeſs. 

Oli. My ſervant, Sir? T was never merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment: 

Vare ſervant to the Duke Or/ino, youth. 

Vio. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
Your ſervant's ſervant is your ſervant, Madam. 

Oli. For him I think not on him: For his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd with me. 
VNaio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 

On his behalf. | | 

Oli. O, by your leave, JI pray you; 
bade you never ſpeak again of him. 

But would you undertake another ſuit, 
Id rather hear you to ſollicit that 
Than muſick from the ſpehres. 

Vio. Dear lady. . 

Oli. Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend, 
After the laſt enchantment you did hear, | 
A ring in chaſe of you. Sodid [ abuſe 
My ſelf, my ſervant, and I fear me, you; 

Under your hard conſtructon muſt I ſit, 

To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 

Which you knew none of yours. What might you think ? 

Have you not ſet mine honour at the ſtake, 

And baited it with all th*' unmuzzled thoughts | 

That tyrannous heart can think ? to one of your re- 
ceiving | 7 | 

Enough is thewn ; a cypreſs, nota boſom, 

Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you ſpeak, 

Fro. I pity you. | 

Oli. That's a degree to love. 

Vio No not a grice : for 'tis a vulgar proof 
'Fhat very oft we pity enemies. 

Ok. Why then methinks *tis time to ſmile again; 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud? 1 


y 
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If one ſhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf; [ Clock ſtrikes, 
The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time. 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harveſt, 
Your wife 1s like to reap a proper man : 
There lies your way, due weft 
Vio. Then weſtward hoe: , 
Grace and good diſpoſition attend your ladyſhip, 
You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me? 
Oli. Stay; prythee tell me what thou think'ſt of me? 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are, 
Oli. If I think ſo, I think the ſame of you. 
Vio. Then think you right: I am not what Iam. 
Oli. I would you were as I would have you be. 
Vio. Would it were better, Madam, than I am, 
I wiſh it might, for now I am your fool. 
Oli. O what a deal of ſcorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt, and anger of his lip! 
A murd'rous guilt ſhews not it ſelf more ſoon 
Than love that would ſeem hid : love's * is noon. 
Ceſario, by the roſes of the ſpring. 
By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee ſo, that maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit nor reaſon can my paſſion hide. 
Do not extort thy reaſons from this clauſe, 
For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no cauſe : 
But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter; 
Love ſought is good ; but given unſought is better, 
Vio. By innocence I ſwear, and by my youth, 


I have one heart, one boſom, and one truth, 


And that no woman has, nor never none 
Shall miſtreſs be of it, fave I alone. 
And ſo adieu, good Madam; never more 
Will I my maſter's tears to you deplore. 
Oli. Yet come again; for thou perhaps may'ſt move 
That — which now abhors to like his love. 
[ Exeunt, 


Enter 
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E nter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


Sir Aud. No faith, I'll not ſtay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reaſon, dear venom, give thy reaſon, 

Fab. You muſt needs yield your reaſon, Sir Andrew, 

Sir And, Marry, I ſaw your neice do more favours 
to the Duke's ſerving-man than ever ſhe beſtow'd on 
me. I ſaw't 'th' orchard. | 
FR 70. Did ſhe ſee thee the while, old boy, tell me 

at ? 
Sir Aud. As plain as I ſee you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in her to- 
ward you. 

Sir And. Slight”! will you make an aſs o' me? 

Fab. I prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths of 
judgment and reaſon. 

Sir To. And they have been grand Jury men ſince be- 
fore Noah was a ſailor. | ts 

Fab. She did ſhew favour to the youth in your ſight, 
only to exaſperate you, to awake your dormouſe va- 
lour, to put fire in your heart, and brimſtone in 
your liver. You ſhould then have accoſted her, and 


with ſome excellent jeſts, fire-new from the mint, you 


ſhould have bang'd the youth into dumbneſs. This 
was look'd for at your hand, and this was baulkt. 
The double gilt of this opportunity you let. time waſh 
off, and you are now ſail'd into the north of my la- 
dy's opinion, where you will hang like an ificle on 
a Dutchman's beard, unleſs you redeem it by ſome at- 
tempt, either of valour or policy. 

Sir And. And't be any way, it muſt be with valour, 
for policy I hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt, as a po- 
litician, 

Sir To. Why then build me thy fortunes upon the ba- 
ſis of valour, challenge me the Duke's youth to fight 
with him, hurt him in eleven places, my neice ſhall 
take note of it; and aſſure thy ſelf, there is no love- 
broker in the world can more prevail in man's commen- 
dations with women than report of valour, * 

ab. 


— 


5 
| 


What you will, - 9 


Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Ardrew, 
Sir And, Will either of you bear me a challenge to 
him? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial-hand, be curſt and 
brief: it is no matter how witty, ſo it be eloquent, 
and full of invention; taunt him with the licenſe of 
ink; if thou thou'ſt him ſome thrice, it ſhall not be 
amiſs; and as many lies as will lye in thy ſheet of 
paper, although the ſheet were big enough for the 
bed of Ware in England, ſet em down and go about 
it. Let there be gall enough in thy ink, tho” thou 
write it with a gooſe- pen, no matter: about it. 

Sir And. Where ſhall I find you? 

Sir To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo : go. 

[Exit Six Andrew. 

Fab. This is a dear manakin to you, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, ſome two thou- 
ſand ftrong or ſo. 

Fab. We ſhall have a rate letter from him; but 
you'll not deliver't. 

Sir To. Never truſt me then; and by all means ſtir 
on the youth to an anſwer. Ithink oxen and wain- 
ropes cannot hale them together. For Andrew, if he 
were open'd, and you find ſo much blood in his li- 
vet as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the reſt of th” 
anatomy. 

Fab. And his oppoſite the youth bears in his viſage 
no great preſage of cruelty. 


Enter Maria. 


Sir To. Look where the youngeſt wren of mine comes. 

Mar. If you deſire the ſpleen, and will laugh your 
ſelves into ſtitches, follow me; yond gull Malvolio is 
turned heathen, a very renagado ; for there is no 
chriftian that means to be ſav'd by believing rightly, 
can ever believe ſuch impoſſible paſſages of groſſneis. 
He's in yellow ſtockings. 


Sir To, And croſs-garter'd ? 
Mar, 
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Mar. Moſt villanouſly ; like a pedant that keeps a 
ſchool i'th' church: I have dogg'd him like his mur- 
' therer. He does obey every point of the letter that 
I dropt to betray him; he does ſmile his face into 
more lines than is in the new map, with the augmenta- 
tion of the Indies; you have not ſeen ſuch a thing as 
*tis 3 I can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I 
know my lady will ſtrike him; if ſhe do, he'll ſmile, 
and take't for a great favour. 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 


[Exeunt* 


Enter Sebaſtian and Anthonia. 


Seb. I would not by my Will have troubled you. 

But ſince you make your pleaſure of your pains, 

I will no further chide you. 

Ant. I could not*ſtay behind you; my deſire, 

More ſharp than filed ſteel, did ſpur me forth, 

And not all love to ſee you, tho' ſo much 

As might have drawn one to a longer voyage. 

But jealouſie what might befal your travel, 

Being fkilleſs in theſe parts; which to a ſtranger, 

Unguided and unfriended, often prove 

Rough and unhoſpitable. My willing love, 

The rather by theſe arguments of fear, 

Set forth in your purſuit.. | 
Seb. My kind Anthonio, | 

J can no other anſwer make but thanks. 

And thanks: and ever-oft good turns 

Are ſhuffled off with ſuch incurrent pay ; 

But were my worth as is my conſcience firm, 

You ſhould find better dealing : what's to do ? 

Shall we go ſee the relicks of this town ? 4 
Ant. 'To-morrow, Sir; beſt firſt go ſee your lodging, 
Seb. I am not weary, and *tis long to night, 

I pray you let us fatisfie our eyes 

With the memorials, and the things of fame 

That do renown this city. TY 


r 
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Ant. Would you'd pardon me: 

I do not without danger walk theſe ſtreets. 

Once in a ſea-fight gainſt the Duke his gallies 

I did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note indeed, 

That were I ta'n here, it would ſcarce be anſwer'd. 
Seb. Belike you ſlew great number of his people. 
Ant. Th' offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature, 

Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel], 

light well have given us bloody argument: 

It might kave ſince been anſwer'd in repaying 

What we took from them, which for traffick's ſake 

Moſt of our city did. Only my ſelf ſtood out, 

For which if I be lapſed in this place 

I ſhall pay dear. | 
Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me: hold, Sir, here's my purſe. 

In the ſouth ſuburbs at the Elephant 

Is beſt to lodge : I will beſpeak our diet, | 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 

With viewing of the town, there-ſhall you have me. 
Seb, Why I your purſe ? 

Ant. Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 

You have deſire to purchaſe; and your ſtore, 

I think, is not for idle markets, Sir. 

Seb. I'll be your purſe-bearer, and leave yo 

For an hour. | | | 
Ant. To th' Elephant. 

Seb. I do remember, [Exeunt, 


Enter Olivia and Maria, 


Ol. I have ſent after him; he ſays he'll come, 
How ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow on him? 
For youth is bought more oft than begg'd or borrow'd, 
I ſpeak too loud 
Where is Malvelio ? he is fad and civil, 
And ſuits well for a ſervant with my fortune 
Where is Malvolio? 

Nar. He's coming, Madam: but in very ſtrange 

manner. 6 | 
He 
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He is ſure poſſeſt, Madam. 

Oli. Why, what's the matter, does he rave? 

Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but ſmile; your 
lady ſnhip were belt to have ſome guard about you, if he 
come, for ſure the man is tainted in's wits; 

Oli. Go call him hither, 


Enter Malvolio. 


Pm as mad as he, | 
If fad and merry madneffequal be. 


How now, Malwolio? 


Mal. Sweet lady, ha, ha, [Smiles ſantaſticaĺ. 

Oli. Smit thou? I ſent for thee upon a fad occaſion. 

Mal. Sad lady, I could be fad ; this does make ſome 
obſtruction in the blood; this croſs-gartering, but 
what of that? if it pleaſe the eye of one, it is with 
me as the very true ſonnet is: Pleaſe one, and pleaſe 
1 

Oli. Why ? how doſt thou, man? what is the mat- 
ter with thee ? _.. 

Mal. Not black in my mind, tho' yellow in my 
legs: it did come to his hands, and commands ſhall 
— rome. I think we do know that ſweet Roman 

nd. | 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 

Mal. T'o bed? ay, ſweet heart; and I'll come to thee. 

Oli. God comfort thee ; why doſt thou ſmile ſo, and 


| kiſs thy hand ſo oft ? 


Mar. How do you, Malvolio ? 
Mal. At your requeit ? 
Yes, nightingales anſwer daws. 
Mar. Why appear you with this ridieulous boldneſs 
before my lady ? 
Mal. Be not afraid of greatneſs ? *twas wel! writ, 
Oli. What mcaneſt thou by that, Malvolio? 
Mal. Some are born great 
Oli. Ha? 
Mal. Some atchieve greatneſs 
Oli. What ſay'ſt thou ? 


Mal. 
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Mal And ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them 
Oli. Heav'n reſtore thee. 
Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow Stock- 
INgS — 
Oli. Thy yellow ſtockings ? 
Mal. And wiſl'd to ſee thee croſs-garter'd 


Oli. Croſs. garter'd ? 
Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou defireſt to be 


"EAI 


Oli. Am I made? ö 
Mal. If not, not me ſee thee a ſervant ſtill. 


Oli. Why this is very midſummer madnefs, 


Enter Serwant. 


Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke Or-f#- 
»9's is return'd, I could hardiy entreat him back; he at- 
tends your lady ſhip's pleaſure. | 

Qi. I'll come to him. Good Maria, let this fellow be 
look'd to. Where's my uncle Toby ? let ſome of my peo- 
ple have a ſpecial care of him, I would not have him miſ- 
carry for the half of my dowry. [ Exit. 

Mal. Oh ho, do you come near me now? no worſe 
man than Sir 7by to look to me ! this concurs directly 
with the letter, ſhe ſends him on purpoſe that I may ap- 
gram ſtubborn to him ; for ſhe incites me to that in the 

ctter. Caſt thy humble ſlough, ſays ſhe ; be oppoſite 
with a kinſman, ſure'y with ſervants, let thy tongue tang 
with arguments of ſtate, put thy ſelf into the trick of 
ſingularity ; and conſequently ſets down the manner how ; 
as a fad face, a reverend carriage, a flow tongue, in the 
habit of ſome Sir of note, and ſo forth. I have hm'd 
her, but it is Jove's doing, and Jove make me thank- 
ful; and when ſhe went away now, let this fellow be 
look'd to; fellow! not Malvolio, nor after my degree, 
but fellow. Why every thing adheres together, that no 
dram of a ſcruple, no ſeruple of a ſcruple ; no obſtacle ; 
no incredulous or unſafe circumſtance what can be 


ſaid ? nothing that can be, can come between me and 
the 
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the full proſpect of my hopes. Well, Jove, not I, is the 
doer of this, and he is to be thanked. N 


Enter Sir Toby, Fabian and Maria. 


Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of ſanctity? 
if all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and legion 
himſelf poſſeſt him, yet Pl ſpeak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is; how is't with you, Sir ? 
how is't with you, man ? 

Mal. Go off, I diſcard you; let me enjoy my privacy: 

O off. 
1 Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeaks within him; 
did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my lady prays you to have 
a care of him. 

Mal. Ah ha, does fhe ſo? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace, we muſt deal 
gently with him; let him alone. How do you, Mal vo- 
lio? how is't with you ? what man, deſie the devil; con- 
ſider he's an enemy to mankind. 

Mal. Do you know what you fay ? 

Mar. La you ! if you ſpeak ill of the devil, how he 
takes it at heart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 

Fab. Carry his water to th'wiſe woman. 

Mar. Marry and it ſhall be done to-morrow morning 
if I live. My l would not loſe him ſor more than 
Pl fay. 

Mal- How now, miſtreſs ? 

Mar. O Lord. 

Sir Jo. Pr'ythee hold thy peace, that is not the way: 
” you not ſee you move him? let me alone with 

im. 

Fab. No way but contleneſs gently, gently ; the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd. 

Sir To. Why how now my bawcock ? how doſt thou, 
chuck ? 

Mal. Sir. 

Sir To. Ay biddy, come with me. What man, tis not 
for gravity to play at cherry - pit with ſatan. Hang him, 
foul collier. 

Mar. 
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Mar. Get him to ſay his prayers, good Sir Toby, get 
him to pray. 

Mal. My prayers, minx' ! | 

Mar.. No I warrant you, he will not hear of godli- 
neſs. 

Mal. Go hang your ſelves all: you are idle ſhallow 
things, I am not of your element, you ſhall know more 
hereafter, A [ Ext. 

Sir To. It's poſſible ? 

Fab. If this were plaid upon a ſtage now, I could con- 
demn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection of 
the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, purſue him now, leſt the device take air, 
and taint. * 

Fab. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The houſe will be the quieter, 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a drak room and 
bound. My neice is already in the belief that he's mad; 
we may carry it thus for our pleaſure and his penance, 
"till our very paſtime, tired out of breath, prompt us to 
have mercy on him; at which time we will bring the 
device to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of mad 
men ; but ſee, but ſee. 


Enter Sir Andrew. 


. Fab. More matter for a May morning. | 
Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it: I warrant 
there's vinegar and pepper in't. 
Fab. Is't ſo ſawcy ? 1 
Sir And. Ay, is't? I warrant him: do but read. 
Sir To. Give me. [Sir Toby reads. 
Youth, whatſoever thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy fel- 
low F 


Fab. Good and valiant, 
Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind why I do 
call thee fo, for I will ſpew thee no reaſon for't. 
Fab. A good note, he keeps you from the blow of 


the law, 


Sir 
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Sir To. Thou com'ſt to the lady Olivia, and in my fight ſbe 
__ kindly ; but thou lieſt in thy throat, that is not the 
er I challenge thee far. 
Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good ſenſe-leſs, 
Sir To. I will way-lay thee going home, <where if it be 
thy chance ts kill me | | 


Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Thou ** like a rogue and a villain. 

Fab. Still you keep e'th windy fide of the law: 
ood 


a Sir To. Pare thee avell, and God have mercy upon me of 
our fouls : he may hae mercy upon mine, but my hope is 
better, and fo look to thy ſelf. Thy friend as thou uſeft him, 
and thy ſworn enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs cannot: 
P11 give't him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occaſion for't : he is now 
in ſome commerce with my lady, and will by and by 
depart. | 

Sir Ts; Go, Sir Andrew, ſcout me for him at the cor- 
ner of the orchard like a bum-baily; ſo ſoon as ever 
thou ſeeſt him, draw; and as thou draw'ſt, ſwear horri- 
bly ; for it comes to paſs oft, that a terrible oath, with 
a ſwaggering accent ſharply twang'd off, gives manhood 
more approbation than ever proof it ſelf would have 
earn'd him. Away. 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for ſwearing. [Ex:t, 

Sir To, Now will not I deliver his letter; for the be- 
haviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of 
2 capacity and breeding; his employment between his 

ord and my neice confirms no leſs; therefore this letter 
being ſo excellently ignorant, will breed no terror in the 
youth ; he will find that it comes from a clod- pole. But, 


Sir, I will deliver his challenge by word of mouth, ſet 


upon Ague-chce# a notable report of valour and drive the 
ntleman, as I know his youth will a receive it, 
into a moſt hideous opinion of his rage, kin I, fury, and 


impetuoſity. This will fo fright them both, that they 
will kill one another by the look, like cockatrices. 
: Enter 


— 
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Enter Olivia and Viola. 


Fab. Here he comes with your neice ; give them way 
"till he take leave, and preſently after him. 
Sir Te. I will meditate the while upon ſome horrid 
meſſage for a challenge. | [ Excunt, 
Oli. I've faid too much unto a heart of ſtone, | 
And laid mine honour too unchary on't, 
'There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault ; 
But ſuch a head-ftrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof. 
Vio. With the ſame haviour that your paſſion bears, 
Goes on my maſter's grief. | 
Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my picture; 
Refuſe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you: 
And I beſeech you come again to morrow. 
What ſhall you ask or me that I' deny, 
That honour fav'd, may upon asking give ? 
Vis. Nothing but this, your true love for my maſter, 
Oli. How with mine honour may J give him that, 
Which I have given to you. 
Vio. I will acquit you. 
Oli. Well, come again to-morrow : fare thee well, 
A fiend like thee might bear my ſoul to hell. [Exit, 


Enter Sir Toby and Fabian, 


Sir To, Gentleman, God fave thee, 

Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou haſt, betake thee to't ; of. 
what nature the wrongs are thou haſt done him, I know 
not; but thy intercepter, full of deſpight, bloody as the 
hunter, attends thee at the orchard end; diſmount thy 
tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy aſſailant is 
quick, skilful, and deadly. 

Vio. You miſtake, Sir, I am ſure no man hath any 
quarrel to me; my remembrance is very free and clear 
from any image of offence done to any man. 

di 
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x Sir To. You'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you; there- 
| fore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you to t 
your guard ; for your oppoſite hath in him, what youth, 
\ ftrength, skill, and wrath can furniſh a man withal. 
1 Vio. I pray you, Sir, what is he ? 
| Sir To, He is a Knight dubb'd with unhack'd rapier, and 
| on carpet conſideration, but he is a devil in private brawl ; 
ſouls and bodies hath he divorc'd three; and his incenſe- 4 
ment at this momeñt is ſo implacable, that ſatisfaction 
can be none but by pangs of death and ſepulcher: hob, 
nod, is his word; give't or take't. a 
Vio. I will return again into the houſe, and deſire | 
ſome conduct of the lady. I am no fighter, I have 
heard of ſome kind of men, that put quarrels purpoſely 
on others to taſte their valour: belike this is a man of 
that quirk. | | | 
Sir To. Sir, no: his indignation drives it ſelf out of 
| a very campetent injury, therefore get you on, and give 
_ him his deſire. Back you ſhall not to the houſe unleſs 
it you undertake that with me, which with as much ſafety 
Mt you might aniwer him ; therefore on, or ſtrip your 
5 ſword ſtark naked; for meddle you muſt, that's certa in, 
#8 or forſwear to wear iron about you. 
it Vio. This is as uncivil as ſtrange. I beſeech you do 
4 me this courtequs office, as to know of the Knight what 
my offence to him is: it is ſomething of my negligence, 
i nothing of my purpoſe. NINE 
| | Sir To I will doſo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by this 
5 gentleman 'till my return. [Exit Sir Toby. 
| Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter? | 
f | Fab. I know the Knight is incens'd againſt you, even 
| to a mortal arbitrement, but nothing of the circumſtance 
C || more.” 
| j Vio. I beſeech you what manner of man is he? 
| Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promiſe to read him 
by his form, as you are like to find him in the proot 
of his valour. He is indeed, Sir, the moſt skilful, 
bloody, and fatal oppoſite that you could poſſible have 
found in any part of J/hria : will you walk towards 
him? I will make your peace with him, if I ean, 3 
I io, 
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Vio. IJ ſhall be much bound to you for't: I am one 
that had rather go with Sir Prieſt than Sir Knight : I care 
not who knows ſo much of my mettle. | [Exe. 


Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 


Sir To. Why man, he's a very devil; I have not ſeen 
ſuch a virago: I had a paſs with him, rapier, ſcabbard 
and all ; and he gives me the ſtuck in with ſuch a mor. 
tal motion, that it is inevitable; and on the anſwer, he 
pays you as ſurely as your feet hit the ground they flep 
on. They fay, he has been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And, Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified. 

Fabian can ſcarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And. Plague on't, if I thought he had been va- 
liant, and ſo cunning in fence, I'd have ſeen him damn'd 
ere I'd have challeng'd him. Let him let the matter flip, 
and I'll give him my horſe, grey Capliet. 

Sir To. Fil make the motion; ſtand here, make a good 
mew on't, this ſhall end without the perdition of ſouls ; 
marry, I'll ride your horſe as well as J ride you. 


Enter Fabian and Viola. 


T have his horſe to take up the quarrel, I have perſuaded 
him the youth's a devil. To Fabian. 

Fab. He is horribly conceited of him; and pants and 
looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. There's no remedy, Sir, he will fight with you 
for's oath ſake: Marry he hath better bethought him of 
his quarrel, and he finds that now ſcarce to be worth 
talking of; therefore draw for the ſupportance of his 
vow, he proteſts he will not hurt you. | 

Vio. Pray God defend me; a little thing would make 
me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Fab. Give ground if you ſee him furious, | 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy, the 
gentleman will for his honour's ſake have one bout with! 


vou; he cannot by the duello avoid it; but he has 


Le. promis'd 
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promis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a ſoldier, he will 
not hurt you. Come on, to't. [They draw. 
Sir And. Pray God he keep his oath, | 


Enter Antonio. 


| F'is. I do aſſure you tis againſt my will. 
i" Ant. Put up your ſword ; if this young gentleman 
I! Have done offence, I take the fault on me; 
if If you offend him, J for him defie you. [ Drawing, 
„ Sir To. You, Sir ? Why, what are you? 
| Ant. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you, 
[Dranvs, 


Enter Officers. 


| Sir To. I'll be with anon. 
j Vio Pray, Sir, put your ſword up if you pleaſe. | 
1 [To Sir Andrew. 
| Sir And. Marry will I, Sir; and for that I promis'd - 
| you, Fl] be as good as my word, He will bear you 
i" eaſily, and reins well. 
| i 3 OF. This is the man, do thy office. 
1 2.0. Antonio, I arreſt thee at the ſuit of Duke Ono. 
bf Ant. You do miſtake me, Sir. \ 
1 Off. No, Sir, no jot ; I know your favour well ; 
Tho' now you have no ſea- cap on your head, | 
Take him away, he knows I know him well. 
Ant. I muſt obey. This comes with ſeeking you 
- But there's no remedy. I ſhall anſwer it. 
What will you do? now my neceſſity 
ii Makes me to ask you for my purſe, It grieves me 
| | ; Much more, for what I cannot do for you, 
| Than what befals my ſelf: You ſtand amaz'd, 
But be of comfort. b 
2 Off. Come, Sir, away. 
Ant. 1 muſt intreat of you ſome of that mony. 
Fio. What mony, Sir? © att 


{| 
| | k 
| Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold; here come the officers. 


iW, 


A 


What you wull. 31 


For the fair kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
TIl lend you ſomething ; my having is not much, 
II make diviſion of my _—_ with you: 
Hold, there's half my cofter. 
Ant. Will you deny me now:? 4 
Is't poſſible, that my deſerts to you 
Can lack perſuaſion ? do not tewpt my miſery, 
Leſt that it make me ſo unſound a man, 
As to upbraid you with thoſe kindneſſes 
'That I have done for you. 
10. I know of none, 
Nor know you by voice, or any feature. 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Than lying, vainneſs, babling, drunkenneſs, 
Or any taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood, 
Ant. Oh heav'ns themſelves ! “ 
2 Off. Come, Sir, I pray you go. 
* Let me ſpeak à little. This youth that you ſee 
ere, | 
I ſnatcht one half out of the jaws of death, 
Reliev'd him with ſuch ſanctity of love, 
And to his image, which methought did promiſe 
Moſt venerable worth, did I devotion. 
1 Of. What's that to us? the time goes by; away, 
Ant. But oh, how vile an idol proves this God! 
Thou haſt, Sebaſtian, done good feature ſhame, 
In nature there's no blemiſh but the mind : 
None can be call'd deform'd but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks o'erflouriſh'd by the devil. 
1 Of. The man grows mad, away with him; . , 
Come come, Sir. | | 
Ant. Lead me on. Exit. 
Vio. Methinks his words do from ſuch paſſion fly, 
That he believes himfelf ; fo do not !? 
Prove true, imagination, oh prove true, 
. C 3 


— * 


52 TwELFTH-NIGHT : Or, 


That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you. 
Sir To. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian ; we'll 
whiiper o'er a couplet or two of moſt ſage ſaws. 
Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian; I my brother know 
Vet living in my glaſs, even ſuch, and ſo 
In favour was my brother, and he went 
Still in this faſhion, colour, ornament, 
For him ] imitate : Oh if it prove, 
Tempeſts are kind, and ſalt waves freſh in love. Exit. 
Sir To. A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a 
coward than a hare ; his diſhoneſty appears in leaving his 
friend here in neceſſity, and denying him; and for his 
cowardſhip ask Fabian. | 
Fab. A coward, a moſt devout coward, religious in it, 
Sir And. Slid I'll after ham again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do cuff him ſoundly, but never draw thy ſword, 
Sir And. If I do not. 
Fab., Come, let's ſee the event, 
Sir To. I dare lay any mony 'twill be nothing yet. [Exe, 


ACT. 
Fa 1 Sebaſtian and Clown. 


Clown. ILL you make me believe that I am 19 
| ſent for you ? | 
Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 
Let me be clear of thee. - 
Ch. Well held out Yfaith; No, I do not know you, 


nor I am not ſent to by my lady, to bid you come ſpeak 


with her; nor your name is not maſter Cz/arto, nor this is 

not my noſe neither; nothing that is ſo is ſo. 
Seb. IL priythee vent thy folly ſomewhere elſe, thou 

know'ſt not me. | | 

Ch. Vent my tolly! he has heard that word of ſome 
reat man, and now applies it to a fool, Vent my 
ity J am afraid this great lubher the world will prove 
4 


if 


tu 
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a cokney : I pry'thee now ungird thy ſtrangeneſs and tell 
me what I ſhall vent to my lady; ſhall I vent to her, 


that thoa art coming? 
Seb. I pr'ythee fooliſh Greet depart from me, there's 


mony for thee. If thou tarry longer 1 ſhall give worſe 


payment. 
Ch. By my troth thou haft an open hand; theſe wiſe 
men that give fools mony get themſelves a good report 


after fourteen years purchaſe. 


Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 
Sir And, Now, Sir, have I met you again ? there's for 


you, [S$7r14ing Sebaſſ inn. 
Seb. Why there's for thee, and there, and there: Are 
all the people mad ? [ Beating Sir Andrew. 


Sir Jo. Hold, Sir, or T'il throw your dagger o'er the 
houſe. 

Ch. This will I tell my lady ſtrait: I would not be in 
ſome of your coats for two pence. [Exit Cloæun. 

Sir To. Come on, Sir, hold. [Holding Sebaſtian. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way to 
work with him; I'll have an action of battery againſt him, 
if there be any law in 7/ria ; tho' I ſtruck him firſt, yet 
it's no matter for that. | 

Seb. Let go thy hand. | 

Sir To. Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come my 
young ſoldier, put up your iron; you are well fleſh'd : 
Come on. 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldſt thou now? 
if thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy ſword, 

Sir To, What, what? nay, then I muit have ounce or 
two of this malapert blood from you 

[Toey draw and fight. 


Enter Olivia. 


Oli. Hold, Toby, on thy life I charge thee, hold. 
Sir To. Madam. | | 
Oli. Will it be ever thus? ungracious wretch, 

Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, | 
C3 Where 
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Where manners ne'er were preach'd : Out of my ſight, 
Be not offended, dear Ce/ario, 
Rudeſby, be gone. I pr'ythee, gentle friend, | 
[Exeunt Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 
Let thy fair wiſdom, not thy paſſion ſway 
In this uncivil and unjuſt extent 
Againſt thy peace. Go with me to my houſe, 
And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs pranks 
This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
May'it ſmile at this: Thou thalt net chuſe but go: 
Do not deny; beſhrew his ſoul for me, 
He ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 
Seb. What reliſh is in this? how runs the ſtream? 
Or I am mad, or elſe this is a dream. 
Let fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſeep, 
If it be thus to dream, ſtill let me fleep. 
Oli. Nay come I pray: Would thou'dft be rul'd by me. 
Seb. Madam, I will. 
Oli. O fay fo, and fo be. | [Exeunt. 


Enter Maria and Clan. 


Mar. Nay, I pr'ythee put on this gown and this beard, 
make him believe thou art Sir 7epas the Curate ; do it 
quickly. PII call Sir Toby the whilſt. 


Ch. Well, I'll put it on, and I will diſſemble my ſelf 


in't; and I would I were the firſt that ever diſſembled 
in ſuch a gown. I am not tall enough to become the 
function well, nor lean enough to be thought a good 
ttudent ; but to be ſaid an honeſt man, and a good houſe- 
keeper, goes as fairly as to ſay, à careful man a great 
ſcholar. The competitiors enter. 


Enter Sir Toby. 


- Sir To. Fove bleſs thee, Mr. Parſon, 

Ch. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as the old hermit of Pra- 
gue, that never ſaw pen and ink, very witily faid to a 
neice of King Gorbeduckh, that that is, is: So I being Mr. 
Parſon, am Mr. Parſon ; for what is that, but that ? and 
and is, but is? N 


Sir To. 
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Sir Jo. To him, Sir Topas. 

Clo. What hoa, I fay, peace in this priſon. 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well; a good knave. 

| [ Malvolio within. 

Mal. Who calls there ? 

Ch. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to viſit Malvolis 
the lunatick. | 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Tepas go to my lady. 

Ch. Out hyperbolical fiend, how vexeſt thou this man? 
Talkeſt thcu nothing but of ladies? 

Sir To. Well faid, maſter Parſon. 

Mal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd good Sir 
Topas do not think I am mad ; they have laid me here. 
in hideous darkneſs. 

Ch. Fie, thou diſhoneſt ſathan; I call thee by the 
moſt modeſt terms, for I am one of thoſe gentle ones that 
will uſe the devil himſelf with curteſie: Say'it thou that 
houle is dark? | | 

Mal. As hell, Sir Topas. 

Ch. Why it hath bay windows tranſparent as bari- 
cadoes, and the clear ſtones towards the South North are 
as luſtrous as ebony; and yet complaineſt thou of ob- 
ſtruction? 

Mal. Tam not mad, Sir, Tepas, I ſay to you this houſe is dark. 

C/o. Madman, thou erreſt ; 1 ſay there is no darkneſs 
but ignorance, in which thou art more puzzled than the 
Eeyptians in their fog. 

Mal. I fay this houſe is as dark as ignorance, though 
Ignorance were as dark as bell; and 1 fay there was 
never man thus abus'd; I am no more mad than you 
are, make the tryal of it in any conſtant queſtion. 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras, concerning 
wild-fowl ? | | 
Meal. That the foul of our grandam might happily 
inhabit a bird. 

Ch. What think'ſt thou of his opinion? 

Mal. I think nobly of the ſoul, and no way aprove 
his opinion. | 

Ch. Fare thee well: Remain thou ſtill in darkneſs ; 
thou ſhalt hold th' opinion of Pythagoras, ere I will allow 
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of thy wits, and fear to kill a woodcock, leſt thou diſ- 
poſſeſs the houſe of thy grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas. 

Sir To. My moſt exquiſite Sir Topas | / 

Ch. Nay, I am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou might have done this without thy beard 
and gown, he ſees thee not. — 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou find'ſt him: I would we were all rid of 
this knavery. If he may be conveniently deliver'd, I 
would he were, for I am now fo far in offence with my 
neice, that I cannot purſue with any ſafety this ſport to the 


upſhot. Come by and by to my chamber. [Exit. 
Ch. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how my lady does. 
| [Singing, 
Mal. Fool. 
Ch. My lady is unkind, perdie, 

Mal. Fool. 


Ch. Alas, why is he ? 
Mal. Fool, I ſay. | | 
. Ch. She lives another who calls, ha ? 
Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deferve well at my 
| hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper; as 
IJ am a gentleman, I will live to be thankful to * for 't. 
. Ch. Mr. Malvolio ! 
Mel. Ay, good fool, 
Ch. Alas, Sir, how fell you beſides your five wits ? 
Mal. Fool, there was never man ſo notoriouſly abus d; 
| I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Ch. But as well ! then thou art mad indeed, if you be 
no better in your wits than a fool. 

Mal. They have propertied me; they keep me in 
darkneſs, ſend miniſters to me, afles, and do all they Can 
to face me out of my wits. 

Ch. Adviſe you what you fay : The miniſter 15 here, 
Malerlio, Malwolio, thy wits the heav'ns reſlore: En- 
deavour thy ſelf to ſleep, and leave thy vain bibble 
babble. 

Mal. Sir Topas. 
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Ch. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. 
who I, Sir, not I, Sir, God b'w'you good Sir Tg, 
Marry, amen. I will, Sir, I will, Sir. 

Mal. Fool, fool, fool, I fay. FAY 

Ch. Alas, Sir, be patient. What fay you, Sir? I 
am ſhent for ſpeaking to you. | 

Mal. Good fool, help me to ſome light, and ſome 
paper; I tell thee I am as well in my wits, as any man 
in Ihria. 

Ch. Well-a-day that you were, Sir. 

Mal. By this hand I am : 7 fool, ſome ink, hier 
and light ; and conyey what I ſet down to my lady: It 
—3 ad vantage thee more than ever the bearing of letter 
di 

Ch. I will help you to't. But tell me true, are you 
not mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit ? 

Mal. Believe me, Jam not: I tell thee true. 

Ch. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a mad-man *till J ſee his 
brains. T will fetch you light, and paper, and ink, 

Mal. Fool, I'll requite it in the higheſt degree 3 $ +: 

I pr ythee be gone, 


Clo. I am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, [Singing. 
T be with you again 

In a trice, like to the old vice, 
Your need to ſuſtain. 

Who with dagger of lath, in his rage, and his wrath, 
Cries ah ha] to the devil; 

Like a mad lad, pare thy nails, dad, | 
Adicu, good man drivel. [Exit, 


Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. This is the air, that is the glorious ſun, 
This pearl ſhe gave me, I do feel't and ſee't. 
And though tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet 'tis not madneſs. Where's Anthonuio then? 

I could not find him at the E/rphorr. | 
Yet there he was, and there I found this credit, 


That he did range the town to ſeek me out. 


His 
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His counſel now might do me golden ſervice; 
For tho my ſoul diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may be = error, but no madneſs, 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 
That I am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, | 
And wrangle with my reaſon that perſuades me 
Toany other truft, but that I'm mad, | 3 
Or elſe the lady's mad; yet if twere ſo, 
She could not ſway her houſe, command her followers, 
Take, and give back affairs, and their diſpatch, 
With ſuch a imooth, diſcreet, and ftable bearing 

As I perceive ſhe does: there's ſomething in't 
That is deceivable. But here ſhe comes. 


| Enter Olivia and Priel. 


15 


„ 


Oli. Blame not this haſte of mine: if you mean well, 
Now go with me and with this holy man 
Into the chantry by ; there before him, 
And underneath that conſecrated roof, 
Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith, 
That my moſt jealous and too doubtful foul 
May live at peace. He ſhall conceal it 
Whiles you are willing it ſhall come to note, 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you fay ? 
Seb. PF ll follow this good man, and go with you, 
And having ſworn truth, ever will be true. 
Oli. Then lead the way, good father; heav'ns ſo 
ſhine, | 


That they may fairly note this act of mine, [Eæaunt. 
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Enter Clown and Fabian. 


Fabian. OW, as thou lov'ſt me, let me ſee this 
letter. 


Ch. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another requeſt. 
Fab. Any thing. 


Ch. Do not deſire to ſee this letter. 
Fab. This is to give a dog, and in reeompence debe 
my dog again. 


Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords. 


Duke. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends! 

Ch. Ay, Sir, we are ſome of her trappings. 

Duke. I know thee well; how doſt thou, my good 
fellow ? 

Ch. Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the worſe 
for my friends. 

Duke. Juſt the contrary ; the better for thy friends. 

Ch. No, Sir, the worſe. 

Duke. How can that be? 

Ch. Marry, Sir, they praiſe me, and make an aſs of 
me ; now my foes tell me plainly, 1 am an aſs: fo that 
by my foes, Sir, I profit in the knowledge of my ſelf, 
and by my friends I am abuſed : ſo that concluſions to 
be as kiſſes, if your four negatives make your two afhr- 
matives, why then the worſe for my friends, and the 
better for my foes. 

Duke, Why this is excellent. 

Cho. By my troth, Sir, no; tho' it pleaſe you to be 
one of my friends. 

Duke. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me, there's gold. 

Cle. But that it would be double-dealing, Sir, I would 
you could make it another, 


Dube. O you give me ill eounſel. Ch. 
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Ch. Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this once, 
and let your fleſh and blood obey it. „ 

Duke. Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to be a dou- 
ble-dealer : there's another, 

Ch. Primo, ſecundo, tertio, is a good play, and the 

old ſaying is, the third pays for all: the triplex, Sir, is 
a good tripping meaſure, or the bells of St. Bennet, Sir, 
may put you in mind, one, two, three, 
* Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at this 
throw ; if you will let your lady know I am here to ſpeak 
with her, and bring her along with you, it may awake 
my bounty further. | 

Ch. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty *till I come 
again. I go, Sir; but I would not have you to think, 
that my deſire of having is the fin of covetuouſneſs; but, 
as you ſay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will 
awake it anon. | [Exit Chwn, 


Enter Antonio and Officers. 


Pi. Here comes the man, Sir, that did reſcue me. 
Duke. 'That face of his I do remember well ; | 

Yer when I faw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 

As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of war: 

A bawbling Veſſel was he captain of, 

For ſhallow draught and bulk unprizable, 

With which ſuch ſcathful grapple did he make 

With the moſt noble bottom of our fleet, 

That very envy and the tongue of loſs 

Cry'd fame and honour on him. What's the matter? 
1 Offi. Orfno, this is that Antonio 

That took the Phenix and her fraught from Candy ; 

And this is he that did the Tyger board, 

When your young nephew Tits loſt his leg: 

Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and ſtate, 

In private brabble did we apprehend him. 
Vio. He did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my fide, 

But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 

J know not what 'twas, but diſtraction- 
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Duke. Notable pirate, thou ſalt- water thief, 

What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in terms ſo bloody and ſo dear N 
Haſt made thine enemies? 

Ant, Orfino : noble Sir, <p 
Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was thief or pirate; 

Though I confeſs, on baſe and ground enough, 
Or/ino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 
That moſt yngrateful boy there by your fide, 
From the rude ſea's enrag'd and foamy mouth, 
Did I redeem ; a wreck paſt hope he was : 

His life I gave him, and did thereto add 

My love without cerention or reſtraint ; 

All this in dedication. For his ſake 

Did I expoſe my ſelf (pure for his love) 

Into the danger of this adverſe town, 

Drew to defend him, when he was beſet ; 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 
{Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 
While one would wink : deny'd me mine own purſe, 
Which I had recommended to his uſe 

Not half an hour before. 

Vio. How can this be? 

Duke. When came he to this town ? 

Ant. To-day, my lord ; and for three months before, 
No Interim, not a minute's vacancy, 

Both day and night did we keep company, 


Enter Olivia and attendants. 


Duke. Here comes the counteſs; now heav'n walks, 
on Earth. 
But for thee, fellow ; fellow, thy words are madneſs : 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide. 
Oli. What would my lord, but that he may not have 


Wherein O/ivia may ſeem ſerviceable ? 
Ce/ario, 
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Ceſario, you don't keep promiſe with me. 
Vio. Madam. 
Duke. Gracious Ohwia. 
Oli. What do you ſay, Ceſario? Good my lord 
Vio. My lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me. 
Oli. If it ought to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and fulſome to mine ear, 
As howling after mufick. 
Duke. Still fo cruel ? 
Oli. Still ſo conſtant, lord. 
Duke. What, to perverſeneſs ? you uncivil lady, 
To whoſe ingrate and unauſpicious altars 
My ſoul the faithfull'ſt offerings has breath'd out 
That e'er devotion tender d. What ſhall I do? 
Oli. Ev'n what it pleaſe my lord, that ſhall become 
him 


Duke. Why ſhould T not, had I the heart to do't, 
Like to th' Egyptian thief, at point of death 
Kill what I love? a ſavage jealouſie, 
That ſometimes favours nobly ; but hear this: 
Since you to\non-regardance caſt my faith, 
And' that I partly know the inſtrument 
That ſcrews me from my true place in your favour : 
Live you the marble-breaſted tyrant ſtill. 
But this your minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by heav'n, I ſwear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 
Where he ſits crowned in his maſter's ſpight. 
Come boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in miſchief : 
Fll ſacrifice the lamb that I do love, 
To ſpighta raven's heart within a dove. 

Vio. And I moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reſt, a thouſand deaths would die. 

Oli. Where goes Ce/ario ? 
Vio. After him J love, 
More than I love theſe Eyes, more than my life, 
More by all mores, than e'er I ſhall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witneſſes above | 
Puniſh my life, for tainting of my love! 

Oli. Ay me, deteſted ! how am I beguil'd? 

| Vie. 


What you will. 


Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
Oli. Haſt thou forgot thy ſelf? Is it ſo long? 
Call forth the holy father. 
Duke. Come, away. 
Ou. Whither, my lord? Ce/ario, huſband, ſtay. 
Dake. Husband. 
Oli. Ay, huſband. Can he that deny? 
Duke. Her huſband, firrah ? 
Vio. No, my lord, not I. 
Oli. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety : 
Fear not, Ceſario, take thy fortunes up, 
Be that thou know'ſt thou art, and then thou art 
As great as thou fear'ſt. 


Enter Prieſt. 


O welcome, father. 
Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 
Here to unfold, (tho lately we intended 
To keep in darkneſs, what occaſion now . 
Leveals before tis ripe) what thou doſt know, 
Hath newly paſt between this youth and me. 
Prieft. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips, 
Strengthened by enterchangement of your rings, 
And all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my function, by my teſtimony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me tow'rd my grave 
J have travelld but two hours. 
Dake. O thou difſembling cub ; what wilt thou be 
When time hath ſow'd a grizzel on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elſe thy craft fo quickly grow, 
That thin own trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her, but direct the feet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 
Vio. My lord, I do prote 
Oli. Odo not ſwear ; 
Hald little faith, tho” thou haſt too much fear ! 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Andrew with his head broke. 


. Sir And. For the love of God a ſurgeon, and ſend one 
preſently to Sir Toby. | 

Oli. What's the matter? 

Sir And. H's broke my head a-croſs, and given Sir 
= a bloedy coxcomb too: for the love of God your 
help. I had rather than forty pound I were at home. 

Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. 'The Count's gentleman, one 2 we 
took him for a coward, but he's the very devil incar- 
nate. : 

Duke. My gentleman, Ceſario? | 

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is, you broke my head 
for . and that that I did, I was ſet on to do't by 
Sir Toby. | | 

Vio. Why do you ſpeak to me? I never hurt you: 
You drew your {word upon me without cauſe, 


But I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 


Enter Sir Toby and Clown. 


Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have 
hurt me : I think you ſet nothing by a bloody coxcomb. 
Here comes Sir 7eby halting, you ſhalL hear more; but 
if he had not been in drink, he would have tickled you. 

©ther-gates than he did. 
Date. How now, gentleman ?. how is't with you? 

Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 
an end on't; ſot, didſt ſee Dicł ſurgeon, fot ? 

Ch. O he's drunk, Sir, above an hour agone ; his 
eyes were ſet at eight i'th morning, 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue,. and a paſt meaſure Painim. 
T hate a drunken rogue. | | 

Oli. Away with — : who hath made this havock. 
with them ? | 

Sir And. I'll help you, Sir Toby, becauſe we'll be dreſt 


together, 
'S Sir 


»- 
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Which from the womb 1 did participat:. 
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Sir To. Will you help an aſs-head, and a coxcomb, 
and a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gull ? 
[Exe. Ch. To. and And. 
Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 


Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. I am ſorry, madam, I have hurt your uncle: 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 
I muſt have done no leſs with wit and ſafety. 
You throw a ſtrange regard on me, by which 
F do perceive it hath offended you ; 
Pardon me, fweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other, but fo late ago. 
Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two per- 
_—_ 
A nat'ral perſpective, that is, and is not. 
Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio / 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me, 
Since I have loſt thee ? 
Ant. Sebaſtian are you ? 
Seb. Fear'd you that, Antonis ? 
Ant. How have you made diviſion of your ſelf? 
An apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than theſe two creatures. Which is Sebaſtian ? 
Oli. Moſt wonderful 
Seb. Do ] ſtand there? I never had a brother: 
Nor can there be a deity in my nature 
Of hcre and every where. I had a ſiſter, 
Whom the blind waves and ſurges have devour'd : 
Of charity, what kin are you to me? [7o Viola, 
What countryman : what name ? what parentage ? 
Vio. Of Meffaline ; Sehaſtian was my father, 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother too: 
So went he ſuited to his wat'ry tomb. 
If fpirits can aſſume both form and ſuit, 
You come to fright us. | 
Seb. A ſpirit J am indeed, 
But am in that dimenſion groſly clad. 


Were 
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Were you a woman, as the reſt go even, 
I ſhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And fay, thrice welcome drowned Viola. 
Vio. My father had a mole upon his hrow. 
Seb. And fo had mine. 
Vio. And dy'd that day when Viola from her birth 
Had numbred thirteen years. 
Seb. O that record is lively in my ſoul, 
He finiſhed indeed his mortal act 
That day that made my filter thirteen years. 
Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my maſculine uſurp'd attire ;. 
Do not embrace me, till each circumſtance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 
That I am Viola; which to confirm, 
Pl! bring you to a captain in this town | 
Where lye my maiden weeds ; by vhoſe gentle help 
J was, preſerv'd to ſerve this noble Duke. 
All the occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath been between this lady, and this lord. 
Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been miſtook : 
[7 Oli. 
But nature to her hias drew.in that. 
You would have been contraſted to a maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd, 
You are betroth'd both to a maid and man. 
Duke. Be not amaz'd : right noble is his blood; 
If this be ſo, as yet the glais ſeems true, 
I ſtall have ſhare in this moſt happy wreck. 
Boy, thou haſt ſaid to me a thouſand times [To Vio. 
Thou never ſhould'ſt love woman like to me. 
Vio. And all theſe ſayings will I over-ſwear, 
And all thoſe ſwearings keep us true in ſoul, 
As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That fevers day from night. 
Duke, Give me thy hand, 
And let me ſee thee in thy woman's weeds, 
Vio. The captain that did bring me firſt on ſhore, 
Hath my maids garments : he upon ſome action 
Is now in durance, at Malvolib's ſuit. 


8 
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A gentleman and follower of my lady's. 
Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: fetch Malvolio hither. 

And yet, alas, now I remember me, 

They ſay, poor gentleman, he's much diſtract. 


Enter the Clown with a letter, and Fabian. 


A moſt extracting frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly baniſh'd his. 
How does he, firrah ? 

Ch. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebnb at the ſtaves 
end as well as a man in his caſe may do: he'as here 
writ a letter to you, I ſhould have given't you to 
day morning. But as a mad-man's epiſtles are no goſ- 
pels, ſo it ſki:ls not much when they are deliver'd. 

Oli. Open't and read it. 

Ch. Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool 
delivers the mad man —By the lord, madam, [ Reads. 

Oli. How now, art mad ? 

Ch. No, madam, I do but read madneſs : an your 
ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you 2 
low Vox. 

Oli. Pr'ythee read it, i' thy right wits. - 

Ch. So I do, Mana; but to read his right wits, is 
to read thus; therefore prepend, my princeſs and give ear. 

Oli. Read it you, firrah. [To Fabian, 

Fab. [Reads.)] By the Lord, madam, you ⁊urong me, 
and the world ſhall know it: thaugh you have put me 
into darkneſs, and given your drunken uncle rule over 
me, yet have I benefit of my ſenſes as well as your la- 
4 ſhip. I have your own letter that induced me to the 
ſemblance I put on; with the which J doubt not but to 
do my ſelf much right, or you much ſhame : think of me 
as you pleaſe : I leave my duty a little unthougbt of, and 
ſpeak out of my injury, | 


Oli. Did he write this? 

Ch. Ay, madam. 

Duke. This favours not much of diſtraction. 

Oli. See him deliver'd, Fabian, bring him hither, 


The madly us d Malvolis. 


My 
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My lord, ſo pleaſe you, theſe things further thought on? 
To think me as well a ſiſter, as a wife, 
One day ſhall crown the alliance on't, ſo pleaſe pens 
Here at my houſe, and at my proper coſt. 

Dute. Madam, 'Tam- moſt apt t'embrace your offer. 
Your maſter quits you; and for your ſervice done him, 
So much againſt the metal of your ſex, [7o Viola, 
So far beneath your ſoft and tender breeding. 

And ſince you calld me maſter for fo long, 
Here is my hand, you ſhall from this time be 
Your maſter's miſtreſs. 


Oli. A ſiſter, you are ſhe, 


= 


1 c ' . Ly 


Enter Malvolio. 


Duke, Is this the mad-man ? | 
Oli. Ay, my lord, this ſame : how now, Mahkee/io ? 
Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious Wrong. 
Oli. Have I, Matkvelio ? no. | 
Mal. Lady, you have; pray you peruſe that letter, 
You muſt not now deny it is your hand. . 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe, 
Or fay *tis not your ſeal, nor your invention; 
You can {ay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, 
Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favour, 
Bad me come imiling, and croſs-garter'd to you, 
To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir 7eby, and the lighter people? 
And acting this in an obedient kope. 
Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 
Kept in a dark houſe, viſited by the prieſt, 
And made the moſt notorious geck or gull 
That e'er invention plaid on ? tell me why ? 
Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 
Tho „I confeſs, much like the character: 
But, out of queſtion, 'tis Maria's hand. 7 
And now I do bethink me, it was the | 
Firſt told me thou waſt mad; then cam'ſt in ſmiling; 
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And in ſuch forms which here were preſuppos'd 

Upon thee in the letter: pr'ythee be content, 

This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee ; 

But when we know the grounds and authors of it, 

Thou ſhalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 

Of thine own cauſe. 

Fab. Good madam, hear me ſpeak ; 

And let no quarrel nor no brawl to come 

Taint the condition of this preſent hour, 

Which I have wondered at. In hope it ſhall not, 

Moſt freely I confeſs my ſelf and 7 | 

Set this device againſt Makvo/zo here, 

Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourteous parts 

We had conceiv'd againſt him. Maria writ 

The letter, at Sir 2 great importance, 

In recompence whereof he hath married her. 

How with a ſportful malice it was follow'd, 

May rather pluck on laughter than revenge, 

If that the 1njuries be juſtly weigh'd, 

That have on both ſides paſt. | 
Oli. Alas, poor fool! how have they baffled thee ? 
Ch. Why ſome are born great, ſome atchieve great- 

neſs, and ſome have greatneſs thrown upon them, I 

was one, Sir, in this interlude, one Sir Topas, Sir, but 

that's all one ; by the lord, fool, I am not mad ; but do 
you remember, madam, why laugh you at ſuch a barren 
raſcal ? an you ſmile not he's gagg'd : and thus the 
whirl-gigg of time brings in his revenges. 

Mal. I'll be reveng'd on the whole pack of 2 

xit. 

Oli. He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 

Duke. Purſue him, and entreat him to a peace: 

He hath not told us of the captain yet ; 

When that is known, and golden time convents, 

A ſolemn combination ſha.l be made 

Of our dear fouls. Mean time, ſweet fiſter, 

We will not part from hence. Ce/ario come, 

{For ſo you ſhall be, while you are a man; 

But when in other habits you are ſeen, 

Or/ing's miſtreſs, and his fancy's Queen, | [Exeunt, 

Clown 
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| Clown ſings. 
When that I was an a little tiny boy, 


With hey, bo, the wind and the rain ; 


A fooliſh thing was but a toy, | 
For the rain it raineth every day. 


But when I came to man's eſtate, 


With bey, ho, &c. 


"Gainft knawves and thieves men ſhut their gate, 


For the rain, &c. 

But when I came at laft to aui ve, 
With hey, ho, &c. 

By fewaggering could I never thrive, 
For the rain, &c. . 

But when I came unto my beds, 
With hey, ho, &c. | 

With teſs-pots fill had drunken heads, 
For the rain, * n 

A great while ago the world begun, 
With hey, bo, Ke. | 1 


But that's all one, our play is done, 
And wel firive to pleaſe you every day. 


[Exit, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Acob Tonſon, and the other Proprietoxs of 
the Copies of Shakeſpear's Plays, deſign- 
ing to finiſh their Edition now publiſhing 

with all ſpeed, give Notice, That with the 
laſt Play, they will deliver Gratis General Ti- 
tles to each Volume of the whole Work, fo 
that each Play may be bound in its proper 
Place: And alſo do give further Notice, 
That any Play of Shakeſpear's that now is, or 
hereafter ſhall be out of Print, will be Re- 
printed without delay. So that all Gentlemen 
who have bought theſe Plays ſhall not be dif 
appointed, but may depend on having their 
Sets compleated. 


N. B. Whereas one R. Walker has propoſed 
to Pirate all Shakeſpear*'s Plays; but through 
Ignorance of what Plays are Shakeſpear's aid, 
in ſeveral Advertiſements propoſe to print Ox p 5 
pus KINO of LHEBES, as one of Shakeſ 
Plays; and has ſince printed TaTte's — 
Lear inſtead of Shakeſpear*s, and in that and 
HAMLET has omitted alnioſt one half of the 
Genuine Editions printed by Tonſon and Pro- 
prietors. The World will * 3 udge how 
likely they are to have a complea Coll:ition of 
Shakeſpear*s Plays from the ſaid R. Walker 
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M.DCC.XXXV. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


LEONTES, King of Sicilia. 
Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 
Mamillus, Young Prince of Sicilia. 
Florizel, Prince of Bohemia. 
Camillo, 

Antigonus, — 

Cle — wy Sicilian Lords. 
Dion, 

Archidamus, à Bohemian Lord. 
Old Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita. 
Clown, his Son. 

Autolicus, à Rogue. 


Hermione, Dyeen to Leontes. 
Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione, 
Paulina, #7fe to Antigonus, 


Mopſ: 
ke, c Shepherdeſſes. 
Goaler, Shepherds, Shepherdeſſes , and Attendants. 


SCENE, partly in Sicilia, and partly in 
Bohemia. 


The Plot taken from the old Story-book of Doraſtus 
2d Faunia. | 
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SCENE, A PALAcx. 


Enter Camillo, and Archidamus. 


ARCHIDAMUS. 


N F you ſhall chance, Camillo, to viſit Bobe- 


mia, on the like occaſion whereon my ſer- 
vices are now on foot, you ſhall ſee, as I 
have ſaid, great difference betwixt our Bo- 
hemia and your Sicilia. 

Cam. I think, this coming ſummer, the King of Si- 
cilia means to pay Bohemia the viſitation which he juſtly 
owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our entertainment ſhall! ſhame us: we 
will be juſtified in our loves; for indeed 

Cam. *Beſeech you | 

Arch. Verily I ſpeak it in the freedom of my know- 
ledge; we cannot with ſuch magnificence—in fo rare 
—»[ know ndt what to ſay——we will give you ſleepy 
drinks, that your ienſes (unintelligent pf our inſufficience) 

may, tho' they cannot praiſe us, as little accule us. 
| F —_—_ You pay a great deal too dear, for what's given 
eely. | 

4ich.. Believe me, I ſpeak as my underſtanding in- 
ſtructs me, and as mine honeſty puts it to utterance. 

A 2 | Cam 
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Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew himſelf over-kind to 30. 
hemia ; they were train d together in their childhoods , 
and there rooted betwixt them then ſuch an affection, 
which cannot chuſe but branch now. Since their 
more mature dignities and royal neceſſities made ſepa- 
ration of their ſociety; their incounters, though not 
perſonal, have been royally attornied with enterchange 
of gifts, letters, loving embaſſies, that they have 
ſeem d to be together, tho' abſent ; ſhook hands, as 
over a vaſt fea, and embrac'd as it were from the 
_ of oppoſed winds. The heav'ns continue their 
oves. 

Arch. I think there is not in the world either ma- 
lice or matter to alter it. Vou have an unſpeakable 
comfort of your young Prince Mamillus: it is a gen- 
tleman of the greateſt promiſe that ever came into my 
note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of 
him: it is a gallant child, one that, indeed, phyſicks 

the ſubject, makes old hearts freſh : they that went 
on crutches ere he was born deſire yet their life to ſee 
him a man. | | | 

Arch. Would they elſe be content to die? 

Can. Yes, if there were no other excuſe why they 
ſhould deſire to live. — 

Arch. If the King bad no ſon, they would deſire to 
live on crutches till he had one. Exeunt. 
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Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillus, Polixenes, 
| and Camillo. 


Pol. Nine changes of the watry ſtar hath been 
The ſhepherd's note, ſince we have left our throne 
Without a burthen, time as long again 
Would be fill'd up, my brother, with our thanks, 
And yet we ſhould, for perpetuity, 

Go hence in debt: and therefore, like a cypher, 
| Vet ſtanding in rich place, I muitiply | 
l With one we thank you, many thouſands more 
That go before it. 

Leo. Stay your thanks a while, 

And pay them when you part. 

Pa. Sir, that's to-morrow: 


„ 
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I'm queſtion'd by my fears of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abſence, that may blow 
No ſneaping winds at home, to make us ſay, 
This is put forth too truly: beſides, | have ſtay d 
To tire your royalty. | 

Leo. We are tougher, brother, 
Than you can put us to't. 

Pol. No longer ſtay. 

Leo. One ſev'n-night longer. 

Pol. Very ſooth, to-morrow. ; 

Leo. — part the time between's then: and in 

t hat 
Ino gain-ſaying. 

Pol. Preſs me not, beſeech you, ſo; | 
There is no tongue that moves, none, none i'th* world 
So toon as yours, could win me: ſo it ſhould now 
Were there neceſſity in your requeſt, altho 
were needful I deny'd it. My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward ; which to hinder, 

Were, in your love, a whip to me; my ſtay, 
To you a charge and trouble: to ſave both, 
Farewell, our brother. 

Leo. Tongue-ty'd our Queen ? ſpeak you. 

Hey. I had thought, Sir, to've held my peace, until 
You had drawn oaths from him not to ſtay: you, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him you are ſure 
All ia Bohemia's — this ſatisfaction 
The by - gone day proclaim'd ; ſay this to him. 

He's beat from his beſt ward. 

Leo. Well ſaid, Hermione. 

Her. To tell, he longs to ſee his ſon, were Rrong g 
But let him ſay ſo then, and let him go; 

But let him ſwear fo, and he ſhall not ſtay, 
We'll thwack him hence with diſtaffs. | 
Vet of your royal preſence, I'll adventure [To Polixenes. 
The borrow ofa week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord, I'll give him my commiſſion, 
To let him there a month, behind the geſt 
Prefix'd for's parting : yet, good heed, Leonres ; 
I love thee not a jar o'th' clock behind 
What lady ſhe her lord. You'll ſtay ? 
A 3 Pol. 
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| Pol. No, Madam. | 
| Her. Nay, but you will. | | 
Pol. I may not verily. 
Her, Verily? | 
| You put me off with limber vows; but I, 
| \ Tho' you would ſeek t'unſphere the ſtars with oaths, 
| Should yet ſay, Sir, no going: verily _ | | 
You ſhall not go; a lady's verily is 
As potent as a lord's. Will you go yet? 
| Force me to keep you as a priſoner, 
* Not like a gueſt? ſo you ſhall pay your fees 
When you depart, and ſave your thanks. How ſay you? 
My priſoner? or my gueſt? by your dread verily, 
One of them you ſhall be. | 5 
Pol. Your gueſt then, Madam: 
To be your priſoner, ſhould import offending ; 
Which is for me leſs eaſie to commit, 
Than you to puniſh. | | 
Her, Not your goaler then, 
But your kind hoſteſs; come, Ill queſtion you | 
Of my lord's tricks and yours, when you were boys; 
' 


| 
| 
| 


You were pretty lordings then? 
Pal. We were, fair Queen, | K 
Two lads, that thought there was no more behind. _ 
But ſuch a day to-morrow as to-day, | 
And to be boy eternal. | 
Her. Was not my lord. BY | 
The verier wag o'th' two? | 
Pol. We were as twinn'd lambs, that did fris k i'th' ſun, | 
And bleat the one at th'other: what we chang' d, 
Was innocence for innocence; we knew not | 
The doctrine of ill-doing, no nor dream'd 
That any did: had we purſu'd that life, | 
And our weak ſpirits ne'er been higher rear'd 
With ſtronger blood, we ſhould have anſwer'd heaven 
Boldly, not guilty; th'impoſition clear d, | 
Hereditary ours. 
Her. By this we gather 
You have tript ſince. ' 
Pol. O my moſt ſacred lady, 
Temptations have fince then been born to's; for 
In thoſe unfledg'd days was my wife a girl; 
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Your precious ſelf had then not croſs d the eyes 
Of my young play- fellow. | 
Her. Grace to boot : | 
Of this make no concluſion, leſt you ſay 
Your Queen and I are devils. Yet go on, 
Th' offences we have made you do, we'll anſwer, 
If you firſt ſinn d with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault; and that you ſlipt not 
With any but with us. 
Leo. Is he won yet? 
Her. He'll ſtay, my lord. 
Leo, At my requeſt he would not: 
Hermione, my deareſt, thou ne'er ſpok'ſt 
To better purpole. 
Her. Never? 
Leo. Never, but once. 
_ What? have I twice aid well? when was't be- 
ore? 
I pr'ythee tell me; cram's with praiſe, and make's 
As fat as rame things: one good deed, dying tongue-leſs, 
Slaughters a — 2 waiting upon that. 
Our praiſes are our wages. You may ride's 
With one ſoft kiſs a thouſand furlongs, ere 
With ſpur we heat an acre. But to th' goal: 
My taſt good deed was to intreat his ſtay; 
What was my firſt? it has an elder ſiſter, 
Or I miſtake you: O, would her name were Grace, 
But once before I ſpake to th* purpoſe? when? 
Nay, let me have't; J long. 
Leo. Why, that was when | ö 
Three crabbed months had ſowr'd themſelves to death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 
And clepe thy ſelf my love; then didſt thou utter, 
I am yours for ever. 
Her. Tis grace indeed, 
Why lo you now; I've ſpoke to th' purpoſe twice; 
The one for ever earn'd a royal husband; 
Th' other, for ſome while a friend. 
Leo. Too hot, too hot [ Aſide. 
To mingle friendſkip far, is mingling bloods. 
I have tremor cordis on me——my heart dances, 
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To be full like me. Vet they ſay we are 
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But not for joy not joy this entertainment 
May a free face put on; derives a liberty | 
From heartineſs, from bounty, fertile boſom, 
And well becomes the Agent? t may, I grant; 
But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are, and making practis d ſimiles 
As in a Jooking-glaſs——and then to ſigh, as twere 
The mort o'th' deer; oh, that is entertainment 
My boſom likes not, nor my brows —— Mamillus, 
Art thou my boy ? 
Mam. Ay, my good lord. 
Leon. I fecks! 
Why _ my bawcock; what ? has't ſmutch'd thy 
noſe ? 
They ſay it is a copy out of mine. Come, captain, 
We muſt be neat; nor near, but cleanly, captain; 
And yet the ſteer, the heifer, and the calf, 
Are all call'd neat. Still virginalling 
OS rving Polixenes and Hermione. 
Upon his palm how now, you wanton calf ! 
Art thou my calf? 


Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord. 
Leo. —— want'ſ a rough paſh, and the ſhoots that I 
ave, 
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Almoſt as like as eggs; women ſay ſo, 

That will ſay any thing; but were they falſe, 

As o'er-dy'd blacks, as winds, as waters; falſe 

As dice are to be wiſh'd, by one that fixes 

No bourne 'twixt his and mine; yet were it true, 
To' fay this boy were like me. Come, Sir page, 
Look on me with your welking eye, ſweet villain. 
Moſt dear'ſt, my collop can thy dam ? may't be— 
Imagination! thou doſt ſtab to th'center. 

Thou doſt make poſſible things not be ſo held, 

Com municat'ſt With dreams——how can this be 
With what's unreal? thou coactive art, 

And fellow ſt nothing. Then 'tis very credent 
Thou may'ſt co- join with ſomething, and thou doſt, 
And that beyond commiſſion, and I find it, 

And that to the infection of my brains, 

And hardaing of my brows, 
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Pol. What means Sicilia ? 
Her. He ſomething ſeems unſettled, _ 
Fol. How ? my lord ? 
Leo. What cheer ? how is it with you, my beſt 
brother ? 
Her. You look as if you held a brow of much di- 
ſtraction. 8 
Are you mov'd, my lord? 
Leo, No, in good earneſt. \ 
How ſometimes nature will betray its folly ! 
Its tenderneſs! and make it ſelf a paſtime 
To harder boſoms! Looking on the lines, 
Of my boy's face, mo I did recoil 
Twenty three years, and ſaw my ſelf unbreech'd, 
In my greea velvet coat; my dagger muzzled, 
Leſt ir ſhould bite its maſter, and ſo prove, 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous; 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel, 
This ſquaſh, this gentleman. Mine honeſt friend, 
Will you take eggs for mony? 
Mam. No, my lord, I'll fight. 
Leo. You will! why happy man be's dole. My brother, 
Are you ſo fond of your young prince, as we 
Do ſeem to be of ours? 
« Pol. If at home, Sir, | 
He's all my exerciſe, my mirth, my matter; 
Now my ſworn friend, and then mine enemy; 
My paraſite, my ſoldier, ſtates- man, all; 
* He makes a Julys day ſhort as December, 
And with his varying childiſhneſs, cures in me 
Thoughts that ſhould thick my blood. 
Leo. So ſtands this Squire 
Offic'd with me: we two will walk, my lord, 
And leave you to your graver ſteps. Hermione, 
How thou lov'ſt us, ſhew in our brother's welcome. 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap : 
Next to thy ſelf, and my young rover, he's 
Apparent to my heart. 
Her, If you would ſeek us, 
We are yours i'th* garden: ſhall's attend you there? 
Les. To your owa bents _— you; you'll be found, 
5 ; Be 
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Be you beneath the sky: I am angling now, 
Tho' you perceive me not how I give line, 
Go to, go to. [ Aſide, obſerving Her. 
How fhe holds up the neb! the bill to him ! 
And arms her with the boldneſs of a wife 
[ Exe. Polix. Her. and attendants. Manent Leo. 
Mam. and Cam. 
To her allowing husband. Gone already! 
Inch thick, knee deep; o'er head and ears a fork'd one. 
Go play, boy, play thy mother plays, and I 
Play too; but ſo diſgrac'd a part, whoſe iſſue 
Will hiſs me to my * contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell. Go play, boy, play there 
have been, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now ? 
And many a man there is, even at this preſent, 
Now while I ſpeak this, holds his wife by th' arm, 
Thar little thinks ſhe has been ſluic'd in's abſence, 
And his pond fiſſꝰd by his next neighbour, by 
Sir Smile, his neighbour : nay, there's comfort in't. 
Whiles other men have gates, and thoſe gates open'd, 
As mine, againſt their will. Should all deſpair 
'That have revolred wives, the tenth of Mankind 
Would hang themſelves. Phyſick for't there is none: 
It is a baudy planet, that will ſtrike 
Where tis predominant; and ' tis powerful: think it. 
From eaſt, weft, north and ſouth, be it concluded, 
No barricado for a belly. Know't, | 
It will let in and out the enemy, 
With bag and baggage: many thouſand of's 
Have the difeaſe, and feel't nor. How now, boy? 
Mam. I am like you, they fay. 
Leo. Why that's ſome comfort. 
What? Camills there? 
Cam. Ay, my good lord. 
Leo. Go Plays Wamillns thou'rt an honeſt 
man, IEx. Mamil. 
Camillo, this great sir will yet Pn longer. 
Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold; 
| When you caſt out, it ſtill came home. 
| Leo. Didſt-note it? | 
Cam. He would not ſtay at ; your petitions made z 


hy, 
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His buſineſs more material. 

Leo. Didſt perceive it? | 
They're here with me already; whiſp'ring, rounding 
Sicilia is a ſo-forth; *tis far gone, : 
When I ſhall guſt it laſt. How came't, Camillo, 
That he did ſtay? 

Cam. At the good Queen's entreaty. | 

Leo. At the Queen's be't ; good ſhould be pertinent; 
But fo it is, it is not. Was this taken | | 
By any underſtanding pate but thine? 
For thy conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More than the common blocks; not noted, is't, 
But of the finer natures? by ſome ſeverals 
Of head- piece extraordinary; lower meſſes 
Perchance are to this buſineſs purblind ? ſay. 

Cam. Buſineſs, my lord? I think molt underſtand 
Bohemia ſtays here longer. 

Leo. Ha? 

Cam. Stays here longer, 

Leo. Ay, but why? 

Cam. To ſatisfie your — and th' entreaties 
Of our moſt gracious miſtreſs. 

Leo. Satisfie? 
Th' entreaties of your miſtreſs ? ſatisfie? 
Let that ſuffice. I've trufted thee, Camillo, 
With all the things neareſt my heart, as well 
My chamber-counſels, wherein, prieſt like, thou 
Haſt cleans'd my boſom: I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd ; but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceiv'd 
In that which ſeems ſo. 

Cam, Be it forbid, my lord. 

Leo. To bide upon't; thou art not honeſt; or, 
If thou inclin'ſt that way, thou art a coward, 
Which hoxes honeſty behind, reſtraining 
From courſe requir'd ; or elſe thou mult be counted 
A ſervant grafted in my ſerious truſt, | 
And therein negligent; or elſe a fool, « 
That ſeeſt a game plaid home, the rich ſtake drawn, 
And tak'ſt it all for jeſt, | l 

Cam. My gracious lord, 8 
I may be negligent, fouliſh and fear ful! 
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In every one of theſe no man is free, 
Bur that his negligence, his folly, far, 
Amongſt the infinite doings of the world, 
Somerime pats forth in your affairs, my lord. 
If ever I were wilful negligent, 
It was my folly ; if induſtriouſly | 
J play'd the fuol, it was my negligence, 
Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the iſſue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Againſt the non- performance, twas a fear 
Which oft infects the wiſeſt: theſe, my lord, 
Are ſuch allow d infirmities that honeſty 
Is never free of. But beſeech your grace 
Be plainer which me, let me know my treſpaſs 
By its own viſage; if I then deny it, 
Tis none of mine. | 
Leo. Ha'not you ſeen Camillo? 
(But that's paſt doubt; you have, or your eye-glaſs 
is thicker than a cuckold's horn) or heard ? 
(For to a viſion ſo apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute) or thought (for cogitation 
Reſides not in that man that does not think) 
My wife is ſlippery? if thou wilt, confeſs, 
Or elſe be impudenily negative, 
To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought; then ſay 
My wife's a hobby-horſe, deſerves a name 
As rank as any flax-wench, that puts to 
Before her rroth-plight : ſay't and juſtify'r. 
Cam, I would not be a ſtander-by, to hear 
My ſovereign miſtreſs clouded ſo, without 
My preſent vengeance taken ; (brew my heart, 
You never ſpoke what did become you leſs 
Than this, which to reiterate, were ſin 
As deep as that, tho' true. 
Leo. Is whiſpering nothing ? 
s leaning cheek to cheek? is meeting noſes? 
Kiſſing with inſide lip? ſtopping the career 
Of laughter with a ſigh? a note infallible 
Of breaking honeſty ? horſing foot on foot? 
Skulking in corners? wiſhing clocks more ſwift ? 
Hours minutes? the noon midnight? and all eyes 


| 
| 
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Blind with the pin and web, bur theirs ; theirs only, 
That would unſeen be wicked? is this nothing; 
Why then the world, and all that's in't, is nothing; 
The covering sky is nothing, Bohemia nothing, 
My wife is nothing, nor nothing have theſe nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſeas d opinion, and betimes; 
For tis moſt dangerous. 

Leo. Say it be, tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my lord. 

Leo. It is; you lye, you lye: 
ſay thou lyeſt, Camillo, and I hate thee, 
Pronounce thee a groſs lowt, a mindleſs ſlave, 
Or elſe a hovering temporizer, that 
Canſt with thine eyes at once ſee good and evil, 
Inclining to them both: were my wite's liver 
Infected, as her life, ſhe would not live 
The running of one glaſs. 

Cam. Who does infe& her ? 

Leo. Why he that wears her like her medal, hanging 
About his neck, Bohemia; who, if I 
Had ſervants true about me, that bear eyes 
To ſee alike mine honour, as their profits, 
Their own particular thrifts, they would do that 
Which ſhould undo more doing : I, and thou 
His cup-bearer, whom I from meaner form 
Have bench'd, and rear'd to worſhip, who may'ſt ſee 
Plainly, as heav'n ſees earth, and earth ſees heav'n, 
How I am gall'd, thou might'ſt be. ſpice a cup, 
To give mineenemy a laſting wink, 
Which draught to me were cordial, 

Cam. Sir, my lord, 
I could do this, and that with no raſh portion, 
But with a lingring dram, that ſhould not work, 
Maliciouſly, like poiſon: but I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread miſtreſs, 
So ſovereignly being honourable. 
I have lov thee. 

Leo. Make that thy queſtion, and go rot: 
Do'ſt think I am ſo muddy, ſo unſettled, 
To appoint my ſelf in this vexation? 
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Sully the purity and whiteneſs of my ſheets, 
Which to preſerve, is ſleep; which being ſpotted, 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of waſps : 
Give ſcandal to the blood och prince, my ſon, 
Who I do think is mine, and love as mine, 
Without ripe moving to't ? would I do this? 
Could man ſo blench ? 

Cam. I muſt believe you, Sir, 
I do, and will fetch off Bohemia for't : 
Provided that when he's remov'd, your highne ſs 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firſt, 
Even for your ſon's ſake, and thereby for ſealing 
The injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Known and ally'd ro yours. 

Leo. Thou d6ſt adviſe me, 
Even ſo as I mine own courſe have ſet down: 
IIl give no blemiſh to her honour, none. 

Cam. My lord, 
Go then; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendſhip wears at feaſts, keep with Bohemia, 
And with your Queen: Iam his cup-bearer, 
If from me he have wholeſome beveridge, 
Aecount me not your ſervant. 

Leo. This is all. 
Do'r, and thou haſt the one half of my heart; 
Do'r not, thou ſplit'ſt thine own. 

Cam. I'll do't, my lord. 

Leo. I will ſeem friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me. 


Cam. O miſerable lady ! but for me, Exit 


Whar caſe ſtand I in? I muſt be the poi ſoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground to do't 

Is the obedience to a maſter, one, | 
Who in rebellion with himſelf, will have 

All thar are his, ſo too. Todo this deed 
Promotion follows. If I could find example 
Of thouſands that had ſtruck anointed Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't: but ſince 

Nor braſs, nor ſtone, nor parchment bears not one, 
Let villany it ſelf forſwear't. I muſt 

Forſake the court ; to do't, or no, is certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy ſtar, reign now. 
Here comes Bohemia. es 
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Enter Polixenes. 

Pol. This is ſtrange! metbinks 
My favour here begins to warp. Not ſpeak ? 
Good day, Camillo. 

Cam. Hail, moſt royal Sir. 

Pol. What is the news 'th* court? 

Cam. None rare, my lord. 

Pol. The King hath on him ſuch a countenance, 
As he had loſt ſome province, and a region 
Lov'd, as he loves himſelf: even now I met him 
With cuſtomary compliment, when he 
Wafting his eyes to th' contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, ſpeeds from me, and 
So leaves me to conſider what his breeding, 
That changes thus his manners. 

Cam. I dare not know, my lord. 

Pol, How, dare not? do not? do you know, and 

dare not ? g | 

Be intelligent to me, tis thereabout: 
For to bur ſelf, what you do know, you muſt, 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a mirror, 
Which ſhews me mine chang d too; for I muſt be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
My ſelf thus alter'd with it. 

Cam. There is a ſickneſs 
Which puts ſome of us in diſtemper; but 
] cannot name the diſeaſe, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

Pol. How caught of me? 
Make me not ſighted like the baſilisk, 
I've look'd on thouſands, who have ſped the better 
By my regard, but killd none ſo: Camillo, 
As you are certainly a gentleman, 
Clerk-like experienc'd, which no leſs adorns 
Our gentry, than our parents noble names, 
In whoſe fiecel we are gentle: I beſeech you, 
If you know —_ which does behove my knowledge, 
Thereof to be inform'd, impriſon'r not 
In ignorant concealment, 

Cam. I may not anſwer. 


Fol. A fickneſscaught of me, and yet I well? 
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I muſt be anſwer'd. Doſt thou hear, Camillo, 


I r thee by all the parts of man, 
Which honour does acknowledge, whereof the leaſt 
Is not this ſuit of mine, that thou declare 
What Incidency thou doſt gueſs of harm 
Is creeping towards me; how far off, how near, 
Which way to be prevented, if to be; 
If not, how beſt to bear it. 
Cam. Sir, I'Il tell you, 4 
Since I am charg'd in honour, and by him 
That I think honourable; therefore mark my coun ſel, 
Which muſt be ev 'n as ſwiftly follow'd as 
I mean to utter it; or both your ſelf and me 
Cry loſt, and ſo good-nighr. 
Pol. On, good Camillo. 
Cam. I am appointed to murder you. 
Pol. By whom, Camillo? | 
Cam. By the King. 
Pol. For what? 


Cam. He thinks, nay with all confidence he {wears, 


As he had ſeen't, or been an inſtrument 
To vice you tot, that you have toucht his Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh then, my beſt blood turn 
To an infected jelly, and my name 
Be yoak'd with his that did betray the beſt 
Turn then my freſheſt reputation to 
A favour that may ſtrike the dulleſt noſtril 
Wherel arrive; and my approach be ſhun'd, 
Nay hated too, wor ſe than the great'ſt infection 
That e'er was heard, or read. 

Cam. Swear his thought over 
By each particular ſtar in heav'n, and 
By all their influences; you may as well 
Forbid the ſea for to obey the moon, 
As or by oath remove, or counſel ſhake 
The fabrick of his folly, whoſe foundation 
Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue 
The ſtanding of his body. 

Pol. How ſhould this grow? 

Cam. I know not; but I'm ſure tis ſafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queſtion how 'tis born. 
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If therefore you dare truſt my honeſty, 
That lies incloſed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn'd, away to-night ; 
Your followers I will whiſper to the buſineſs, 
And will by twos, and threes, at ſeveral poſterns, 
Clear them o'th* city. For my ſelf, Ill put 
My fortunes to your fervice, which are here 
By this diſcovery loſt. Be not uncertain, 
For by the honour of my parents, I 
Have utter'd truth; which if you ſeek to prove, 
I dare not ſtand by; nor ſhall you be ſafer 
Than one condemned by the King's own mouth: 
Thereon his execution ſworn. 

Pol. I do believe thee : 
I aw his heart in's face. Give me thy hand; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places ſhall 
Still neighbour mine. My ſhips are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 
Two days ago. This jealouſie 
Is for a precious creature; as ſhe's rare, 
Muſt it be great; and, as his perſon's mighty, 
Muſt it be violent; and, as he does conceive 
He is diſhonour'd by a man which ever 
Profeſs'd to him, why his revenges muſt 


In that be made more bitter. Fear o'er-ſhades me : 


Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 


The gracious Queen, part of his theam ? but nothing 


Of his ill-ta'en ſuſpicion, Come, Camilla, 

J will reſpe& thee as a father, if 

Thou bear'ſt my life off hence. Let us avoid. 
Cam. It is in mine authority to command 


The keys of all the poſterns: pleaſe your highneſs 
To take the urgent hour. Come, Sir, away. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT: i 
The SCENE Continues. 
Enter Hermione, Mamillus, and Ladies. 
HERMIONE. 


* the boy to you; he ſo troubles me, 
Tis paſt enduring. 
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1 Lady. Come, my gracious lord, 
Shall I be your play-fellow ? 
Mam. No, Til none of you. 
1 Lady. Why, my ſweet lord? 
Mam. You'll kiſs me hard, and ſpeak to me as if 
I were a baby ſtill; I love you better. 
2 Lady. And why ſo, my lord? 
Mam. Not for becauſe 
Your brows are blacker; yet black brows, they ſay, 
Become ſor#* women belt, ſo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a ſemicircle, 
Or a half-moon made with a pen. 
2 Lady. Who taught you this ? 
Mam. I learn'd it out of women's faces: pray now 
What colour be your eye-brows ? 
1 Lady. Blue, my lord. 
Mam. Nay, that's a mock : I've ſeen a lady's noſe 
That has been blue, but not her eye-brows. 
1 Lady. Hark ye, | | 
The queen, your mother, rounds apace : we ſhall 
Preſent our ſervices to a fine new prince 
One of theſe days, and then you'll wanton with us 
If we would have you. 
2 Lady. She is ſpread of late 
Into a goodly bulk, good time encounter her. 
Her. What wiſdom ſtirs amongſt you? come, Sir, now 
I am for you again. Pray you fit by us, 
And tell's a tale. oy 
Mam. Merry, or ſad, ſhall't be? 
Her. As merry as you will. 
Mam. A ſad rale's beſt for winter, 
I have one of ſprights and goblins. 
Her. Let's have that, good Sir. | 
Come on, fit down. Come on, and do your beſt, 
To fright me with your ſprights: you're powerful at it. 
Mam. There was a man 
Her. Nay, come fit down ; then on. 
Mam. Dwelt by a church - yard: I will tell it ſoftly: 
Yond crickets not hear ir. 
Her. Come on then, and give't me in mine ear, 
Enter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lords. 
Leo. Was he met there? his train? Camillo with him? 
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Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them; never 
Saw [ men ſcowr ſo on their way: Iey'd them 
Even to their ſhips. | 

Leo. How bleſt am I 
In my juſt cenſure! in my true opinion! 
Alack, for leſſer knowledge, how accurs'd 
In being ſo bleſt! there may be in the cup 
A ſpider ſteep'd, and one may drink; depart, 
And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
Is not infected: but if one preſent 
Th' abhor'd ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his ſides 
With violent hefts. I have drunk, and ſeen the ſpider, 
Camillo was his help in this, his pandar : 
There is a plot againſt my life, my crown; 
All's true that is miſtruſted : that falſe villain, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him: 
He hath diſcover'd my deſigu, and I 
Remain a pinch'd thing; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will: how came che poſterns 
So eafily open ? . | 

Lord, By his great authority, 
Which often hath no leſs preyail'd than ſo 
On your command. 

Leo. I know't too well, 

Give me the boy, 'm glad you did not nurſe him: 
Though he does bear ſome figns of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. | 

- Her. What is this? ſport? 

Leo. Bear the boy hence, he ſhall not come about her; 
Away with him, and let her ſport her ſelf 
With that ſhe's big with: 'tis Polixenes 
Has made thee ſwell thus. 

Her. But I'd ſay he had not; 

And Il be ſworn you would believe my ſaying, 
Howe'er you lean to th' nay ward. | 

Leo. You, my lords, | 
Look on her, mark her well ; be but abou 
To ſay ſhe is a goodly lady, and 
The juſtice of your hearts will thereto add. 

'Tis pity ſhe's not koneſt: honourable: 
Praiſe her but for this her without-door form, 


a. 
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Which on my faith deſerves high fpeech, and ſtraight 


The ſhrug, the hum, or ha, theſe perty-brands, 
That calumny doth uſe: oh I am out, 
That mercy does, for calumny will ſear 


Virtue it ſelf. Theſe ſhrugs, theſe hums, and ha's, 
When you have ſaid ſhe's goodly, come between 


Ere you can fay ſhe's honeſt : bur be't known, 


From him that has moſt cauſe to grieve it ſhould be, 


She's an adultreſs. 
Her. Should a villain ſay fo, 
The moſt repleniſh'd villain in the world, 
He were as much more villain : you, my lord, 
Do but miſtake. | 
Teo. You have miſtook, my lady, 
Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing, 
Which I'll not call a creature of thy place, 
Leſt barbariſm, making me the precedent, 
Should a like language uſe to all degrees, 
And mannerly diſtinguiſhment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar. I have faid 
+ an adultreſs, I have ſaid with whom: 
ore; ſhe's a traitor, and Camillo is | 
A federary with her, and one that knows 
What ſhe ſhould ſhame to know: her ſelf, 
But with her moſt vile principal ; that ſhe's 
A bed-ſwerver, even as bad as thoſe | 
That vulgar give bold'f titles; ay, and privy 
To this their late eſcape. 
Her. No, by my life, ; 
Privy to none of this: how will this grieve you, 
When you ſhall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publiſſid me? gentle my lord, 
You ſcarce can right me throughly then, to ſay 
You did miſtake. 
Leo. No, if I miſtake ' 
In theſe foandations which I build upon, 
The center is not big enough to bear 
A ſchool-boy's top. Away with her to priſon : 
He who ſhall ſpeak for her, is far off guilty 
But that he ſpeaks. | 
Her. There's ſome ill planet | 
I muſt be patient, till the heavens. look 
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Wich an aſpect more favourable. Good my lords. 


1 am not prone to weeping, as our ſex 
Commonly are, the want of which vain dew 
Perchance ſhall dry your pities ; but I have 
That honourable grief lodg'd here, which burns, 
Worſe than tears drown: beſeech you all, my lords, 
With thoughts ſo qualified as your charities I br 
Shall beſt inſtruct you, meaſure me; and fo 
The King's will be perform'd. 
Leo. Shall I be heard ? Td 
Her. Who is't that goes with me? beſeech your 
highneſs 
My women may be with me, for you ſee 
My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools, 
There is no cauſe; when you ſhall know your miſtreſs 
Has deſerv'd priſon, then abound in tears, 
As | comeout; this action, I now go on, 
Is for my better grace. Adieu, my lord, 
I never-wiſh'd to ſee you ſorry; now 
I truſt I ſhall. My women come, you've leave. 
Leo. Go, do our bidding; hence. 
Lord. Beſeech your highneſs call the Queen again. 
Ant. Be certain what you do, Sir, leſt your juſtice 
Prove violence, in the which three great ones ſuffer, 
Your ſelf, your Queen, your ſon. - MO 
Lord. 'For her, my lord, 
I dare my life lay down, and will do't, Sir, 
Pleaſe you t' accept it, that the Queen is ſpotle& 
Prh* eyes of heav'n, and to you, I mean 
In this which you accuſe her. 
Ant. If it prove 
She's otherwiſe, I'll keep my ſtables where 
I lodge my wife, I'll go in couples with her: 
Than when I feel, and ſee her, no further truſt her, 
For every inch of woman in the world, 
7 every dram of woman's fleſn is falſe, 
If ſhe be. 


Leo. Hold your peaces. 

Lord. Good my lord. 

Ant. It is for you we ſpeak, not for our ſelves: 
You are abuſed by ſome putter-on, 
That will be dama'd fort; would I knew the villain, 
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1 would land-damn him: be ſhe honour-flaw'd, 

I have three daughters; the eldeſt is eleven; 

The ſecond, and the third, nine; and ſons five; 

If this prove true, they'll pay fort. By mine honour 
I'll geld 'em all: fourteen they ſhall not ſee | 
To bring falſe generations: they are co-heirs, 
And I hadratherglib my ſelf, thanthey 

Should not produce fair iſſue. | 

Leo. Ceaſe, no more: | 
You ſmell this buſineſs with a ſenſe as cold 
As is a dead man's noſe; I ſee't and feel't, 

As you feel doing thus ; and ſee withal 
The Inftruments that feel. 
Ant. If it be ſo, 
We need no grave to bury honeſty, 
There's not à grain of it, the face to ſweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 
Les. What? lack I credit? 

Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my lord, 
Upon this ground ; and more it would content me 
To have your honour true, than your ſuſpicion 
Be blam'd for't how you might. 85 

Leo. Why what need wre | 
Commune with you for this? but rather follow 
Our forceful inftigation? our prerogative 
Calls not your counſels, but our natural goodneſs 
Imparts this; which, if you, or ſtupified, 

Or ſeeming ſo, in skill, cannot, or will not 
Reliſh a truth like us: inform your ſelves, 

We need no more of your advice ; the matter, 
The loſs, the gain, the ord'ring on't | 
Is properly- all ours. 
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Ant. And I wiſh, my liege, / 

You had only in your ſilent judgment try'd it, 

Without more overture. C 
Leo. How could that be? | 

Either thou art moſt ignorant by age, T 
Or thou wert born a fool. Camille's flight 

Added to their familiarity, ** T 
(Which was as groſs as ever touch'd conjecture, T 
That lack'd ſight only, nought for approbarion 
But only ſeeing, all other circumſtances Ti 
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Made up to th' deed) doth puſh on this proceeding 5 


Vet for a greater confirmation, 
(For in an act of this importance, twere |; 
Moſt piteous to be wild) I have diſpatch'd in poſt, 
To ſacred Delphos, to Apollo's remple, | | 
Cleomines and Dion, whom you know 
Of ſtuff d ſufficiency : now, from the oracle 
They will bring all, whoſe ſpiritual counſel had, 
Shall ſtop or ſpur me. Have I done well? 
Lord. Well done, my lord. 
Leo. Tho' I am ſatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know; yet ſhall the oracle 
Give reſt to th' minds of others; ſuch as he, 
Whole ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to th' truth. So we have thought it good 
From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be confin'd, 
Leſt that the treachery of the two, fled hence, 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us, 
We are to ſpeak in publick ; for this buſineſs 
Will raiſe us all. | 
Ant. To laughter, as I take it, 
If the good truth were known. - [Exennt. 
SCENE, APr1son. 
Enter Paulina and a Gentleman. 
Paul. The keeper of the priſon, call to him : 
[ Exit Gent. 
Let him have knowledge whom I am. Good lady, 
No court in Europe is too good for thee; 
What doſt thou then in priſon : now, good Sir, 
You know me, do you nor ? 
Re- enter Gentleman with the Goaler. 
Goa. For a worthy lady, 
And one whom much 41 honour. 
Pau. Pray you then 
Conduct me to the Queen. 
Goa. I may not, madam, 
To the contrary I have expreſs commandment. 
Pau. Here's a-do to lock up, honeſty and honour from 
Th' acceſs of gentle viſitors! Ist lawful pray you 
To fee her women? any of them? Emilia ? 
Goa. So pleaſe you, madam, | 
To put a- part theſe your attendants, I 
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Shall bring Emilia forth. © 6” 4 
Pax. I pray you now call her: 
Withdraw your ſelves. 
Goa. And madam, 
I muſt be preſent at your conference. 
Pau. Well; be it ſo pr'ythee. 
| Enter Emilia. 


Here's ſuch a-do to make no ſtain a ſtain, 
As paſſes colouring. Dear gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious lady ? 
Emil. As well as one ſo great and fo forlorn 
May hold together; on her frights and griefs, 
Which never tender lady hath born greater, 
She is, ſomething before her time, deliver'd. 
Pas. A boy? | 
Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe, 
Luſty, and like to live: the Queen receives 
Much comfort in't. Says, my poor priſoner, 
I'm innocent as you. 2 
Pas. | dare be ſworn : 
Theſe * unſafe lunes i'th' King ! beſhrew 
them. 
He muſt be told of ir, and ſhall; the office 
Becomes a woman beſt. 11! take't upon me, 
If I prove honey-mouth'd, let my tongue bliſter; 
And never to my red-look'd anger be 
The trumpet any more. Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my beſt obedience to the Queen, 
If ſhe dares truſt me with her little babe, 
I'll ſhew't the King, and underrake to be 
Her advocate to th loud'ſt. We do not know 
How he may ſoften at the fight o'th' child: 
The filence often of pure innocence 
Perſuades, when ſpeaking fails. 

Emil. Moſt worthy madam, KEY 
Your honour and your goodneſs is ſo evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot miſs 
A thriving iſſue: there is no lady. living 

meet for this great errand. Pleaſe your ladyſhip 


To viſit the next room, I'll preſently 
| OY Acquaint 
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But durſt not tempt a miniſter of honour, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd. 
Pau. Tell her, Emilia, 
Il uſe that tongue I have; if wit flow from't 
As bolineſs from my boſom, let't not be doubted 
I ſhall do good. 
Emil. Now be you bleſt for it. | 
Til ro the Queen: pleaſe you come ſomething nearer, 
Goa. Madam, it't pleaſe the Queen to ſend the babe, 
I know not what I ſhall incur to pals it, | 
Having no warrant. 
Pau. You need not fear it, Sir; 
The child was priſoner to the womb, and is 
By law and proceſs of great nature thence 
Free'd and enfranchis'd, not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of, 
If any be, the treſpaſs of Queen. 
Goa. I do believe it. 
Pau. Do not you fear; upon mine honour, I 
* Will ſtand 'twixt you and danger. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, The PALAcx. 
Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords and other Attendants 


Leo. Nor night, nor day, no reſt ; it is but weakneſs 
To bear the matter thus; meer weakneſs, if 
The cauſe were not in being; part o'th' cauſe, 
She, the adultreſs ; for the harlot-King 
Is quite beyond mine arm; out of the blank 
And level of my brain ; plot-proof ; bur ſhe 
I can hook to me: tay that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moiety of my reſt 
Might come to me again. Who's there? 


Enter an Attendant. 

Atten. My lord. 

Leo. How does the boy? 

Atten. He took good reſt to-night ; tis hop'd, 
His ſickneſs is diſcharg'd. 
Leo. To ſee his nobleneſs! 
Conceiving the diſhonour of his mother, 
He ſtraight dzclin'd, droop'd, took it deeply, 
Faſten'd and fix d the ſhame on't in himſelf; 
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Threw off his ſp'rit, his appetite, his fleep, 
And down-right languiſh'd, Leave me ſolely ; go, 
See how he fares. Fie, fie, no thought of him, 
The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoyl upon me; in himſelf too mighty, 
And in his parties, his alliance ; let him be 
Uatil a time may ſerve.” For prefent vengeanee 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 
Laught at me, make their paſtime at my ſorrow ? 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe, within my power. 
| Enter Paulina with a child. 
Lord. You muſt not no enter. 
Pan. Nay rather, good my lords, be ſecond to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous paſſion more, alas, 
Than the Queen's life ? 2 gracious innocent ſoul, 
More free than he is jealous. 
Ant. That's enough. 
Atten. Madam, be bath not flepr to-night; com- 
mand-d 
None ſhon!d come at him. 
Par. Not fo hot, good Sir, | 
I come to bring him ſleep. Tis f.ch as you 
That creep like ſtadows by him, and do figh 
At each his needleſs heavings; fuch as you 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking. 1 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true ; 
Honeſt as either, to purge him of that humour 
That preſſes him from {1:ep, 
Leo. What noiſe there, ho? 
Pau. No noiſe, my lord, but needful conference, 
About ſome goſſips tor your highneſs. 
Leo. How? . | 
Away with that audacious lady. Antigonus, 
I charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me, 
I knew ſhe would. | 
Ant. I told her fo, my lord, 
On your difpleaſure's peril and on mine, 
She ſhould nor viſit you. 
Leo. What! can'ſt not rule her? 
Pau. From all diſhoneſty he can; in this, 


Unleis he take the courſe that you have done, | 
Commit 
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Commit me, for committing honour,) truſt it. 
He ſhall not rule me. 
Ant. Lo' you now, your hear, 
When ſhe will rake the rein, I let her run, 
But ſhe'll not ſtumble. | 
Pau. Good my liege, I'come 
And | beſecch you hear me, who profeſs. 
My ſelf your loyal ſervant, your phy ſician, ? 
Your moſt obedient counſellor: you that dares 
Leſs appear fo, in eemforting yaur evils, 
Than ſuch as moſt ſeems, yours. I tay, I come 
From your good Queen. 
Leo. Good Queen? by 
Pan Good Queen, my lord, 
Good Queen, | fay good Queen? | 
And would by combat make her good n were I 
A man, the worſt abour you. 
Leo. Force her hence. 
Pax. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 
Firſt hand me: on mine own accord I'll oft, 
But firſt, I'll do my errand, The good Queen, 
For ſhe is good, hath brought you forth a daughter, 
Here 'tis; commends it to your bleſſing. 


[Laying down the child. 


Leo. Out? 
A mankind witch! hence with her out o' door: 
A moſt intelligencing bawd. 

Pau. Not ſo, 
I am as ignerant in that as you, 
In ſo intit'ling me; and no leſs honeſt 
Than you are mad; which is enough, I'll warrant, 
As this world goes, to paſs for honeſt. 

Leo. Traitors ! 
Will you notpuſh/her out? give her the baſtard [To Ant. 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tir'd/; unrooſted * 
By thy dame Partlet here. Take up the baſtard, 
Take't vp, I fay, givr't to thy croan. 

Pau. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy hands, if thog-! 7 
Take'ſt up the 1 by that fereed baſeneſs- 
Which he has 1— upon't. | 

Leo. He dreads his wife. LET owl 

B 2 0 Pau. 


28 De Wtnrter's TALE. 


Pau. So I would you did: then *twere * Iidoube 

You'd call your chi:dren yours. 

Leo. A neſt of traytors ! f 
Ant. I am none, by this good * 
Pau. Nor I; nor any | 

But one that'shere 3-and that's himſelf, For he, 

The ſacred honour of him ſelf, his Queen!s-14, ber 

His hopeful ſon's. his babe's 'betrays to Alander, 

Whoſe Ring is-ſharper than the A 0 16 weil. not 

(For as the caſe now flards; it is a curſe 

He cannot be compell'd tot) once remove. : , 

The root of his opinion, which 1s rotten, 

As ever cak or ſtone was found, 10 8 
Leo. A callat { 388 

Of boundleſs tongue, who late hath 7 — busband, 

Aud now' baits me. This brat is none of mine, 4 
Ic is the iſſue of Polixene.. i at a. 

Hence with it, and together with the 4 

Commit them to the fiſtſeee. 
Pau. It is yours; ; 

And. might we lay th' old proverb to * charge, | 

So like you, tis the worſe. Behgld, my lords, 

Abe the print be little. the whole, matten 

And copy of the father; * noſe, lip, 

The trick of's frown, his forehead, nay the valley, 

The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek; his ſmiles, 

The very mold and frame of hand, nail, finger, . 

And thou good goddeſs nature, which haſt made it 

So like to him that got it, if thou haſt 

The ordering of the mind too, mongſt all colours 

No yellow init, leſt; ſhe ſuſpect, as he does, ow 

Her children nat; her hupads.: oy blow 
Leo. A groſs hag! 

And; lozel, thou art; worthy: to ve W. 

Thou wilt not ſtay ber tongue. #1 . 

Ant. Hang all the husbands ;., 

That cannot do that feat, you'll leave your felt | 
Barely one ſubject. El 
Leo. Once more take her hence. 

Pau. A moſt unworthy and ek lord, 
Can do no more. 3 R099 1977 
" Teo. 1'll he” thee burat. 5 % 2 :---: x4 we 
Tau. I care not; 3 
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It is an heretick that makes the fire, 
Nor ſhe which burns in't. l' not call you tyrant; 
But this moſt'cruel uſage of your Queen v 
(Not able to produce more accufation, ' '$ 
Than your own weak-hing'd fancy) fomething ſavours 
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 
Yea ſcandalous to all the world. | 
Leo. On your allegiance, | 
Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant, 
Where were her life? ſhe durſt not call me to, 
If ſhe did know me one. Away with her. NH 
Pas. I pray you do net puſh me, Il] be gone. | 
Look to your babe, my lord, tis yours; Fove fend her 
A better guiding ſpirit. What need theſe hands? 
You that are thus ſo tender o'er his follies, 
Will never do him good, not one of you. | 1 
So, ſo: farewel, we are gone. Exit. 1 
Leo. Thou, traytor, haſt ſet on thy wife to this? | 
My child? {= with't. Even thou that haſt 
A heart ſo tender o'er it, take it hence, 
And ſee it inſtantly conſum'd with fire; 5 | 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it upftraight: | 
Within this hour bring me word it is done, 1 
And by good teſtimony, or I'll ſeize thy life, | 
With what thou elſe call rhine: if thou refuſe, | 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay ſo: 
The baſtard-brains with theſe my proper hands 
Shall I daſh out: go take it to the fire, 
For thou ſett'ſt on thy wife. 
_ IT A; 0 NINY | 
The lords, my noble fellows, if they pleaſe, 
Can clear me in't. 
Lords. We can, my royal liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither. 
Leo. You're lyars all. | 
Lords. *Beſeech your highneſs give us better credit 
We've always truly ſery'd you, and beſeech you 
So ro eſteem of us: and on our knees we beg 
(As recompence' of our dear ſervices 
Paſt, and to come) that you do change this purpoſ, 
Which being ſo horrib'e, ſo bloody, muſt | | 
Lead on to fome foul iſſoe. We all knee! | 
| B3 Leo. 
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Teo. I am a feather for each wind that blows: 
Shall I live on to ſee this baſtard kneel 
And call me father? better burn it now, 
Than curſe it then. But be it; let it live: 
It ſhail not neither. You Sir, come you hither ; 
[To Antigonus, 
You that have been fo tenderly officious 
With lady Margery, your midwife there, 
To ive this baſtard's life; (for 'tis a baſtard, 
So ſure as this beard's grey) what will you adventure 
To fave this brat's life; 
Ant. Any thing, my lord, 
That my ability may undergo, . 
And nobleneſs impoſe: at leaſt thus much; 
Il pawn the little blood which I have left, 
To ſave the innocent; any thing poſſible. 
Leo. It ſnall be poſſible; ſwear by this ſword 
' Thou wilt pertorm my bidding. | 
Ant. I will, my lord. F 
Leo. Mark and perform it; ſeeſt thou? for the fail 
Ot any point in't ſhall not only be YR. 
Death to thy ſelf, bur to thy lewd-tongu'd wife, 
Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee, 
As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This temale baſtard hence, and that thou bear it 
To ſome xemare and deſart place, quite out 5 
Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it, 
Without much mercy, to its own protection 
Ani f:vour of the climate. As by ſtrange fortune 
Ir came te us, I do in juſtice charge thee, 
On thy ſoul's peril and thy body's torture, | 
That thou commend it —_— to ſame place, 
Where chance may nurſe of end it. Take it up. 
Ant. I ſwear to do this: tho' a preſent death, 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe. . 
Some powerful ſpirit inſtruct; the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurſes. Wolves and bears, they ſay, 
(Caſting their favagenels aſide) have done | 
Like offices of pity. Sir, be proſperous 
In more than this deed does require; and bleſſing, 
Againſt this-cruelty, fight on thy fide, _ 
Poor thing condemn'd to loſs. [Exit with the child. 
Leo. No; I'll got rear Ano- 
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Enter a Meſſenger, 

Meſ. Pleaſe your highneſs, poſts 
From thoſe you ſent to th' oracle, are come 
An hour ſince. Cleomines and Dion 

ting well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 

Haſting to th' court. ä 

Lord. So pleaſe you, Sir, their ſpeed 
Ha'h been beyond account. 

Leo. Twenty three days 
They have been abſent: this good ſpeed foretels 
The great Apollo ſuddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you lords, 
Sum mon a ſeſſion, that we may arraigu 
Our molt diſloyal lady; for as ſhe hath 
Been publickly accus'd, fo ſhall ſhe have 
A juſt and open trya!. While ſhe lives 

heart will be a barthen to me. Leave me 


Another's iſſue. 


And think upon my bidding. [ Exenne. 
— — — — —-—-— — 
ACT IL 
Exter Cleomines and Dion. 


CLEOMINES, 


H E elimate's delicate, the air moſt ſweet, 
Fertile the iſle, the temple much ſurpaſſing 
Tnc common praiſe it bears. 
Dion. 1 ſhall report, 
For moſt it caught me, the celeſtial habits. 
Methinks I ſhould ſo term them, and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers. O, the ſacrifice : 
How cercmonions, ſolemn, and unearthly 
It was i' th' offering ! 
Cleo. But of all, the burſt 
And the ear-deafning voice o' th' oracle, 
Kin to Fove's thunder, ſo ſurpriz d my ſenſe 
That 1 was nathing. 
Dio. If th' event of th' journey 
Prove as ſucceſsful to the Queen (O beꝰt ſo) 
As it hath been to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedy; 
The time is worth the uſe on't. 
B 4 Cles. 
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Cleo. Great Apollo, 
Turn all to th' beft ! theſe proclamations, 
So forcing faults upon Hermione, 
I lirtle like. | 
Dio. The violent carriage of it 
- Will clear, or end the buſineſs, when the oracle, 
Thus by Arollo's great divine ſeal'd up, 
Shall the contents difcover : ſomething rare 
Even then will ruſh to knowledge. Go; freſh horſes, 
And gracious be the iſſue. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, S1c1LlY. 


Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers, Hermione as to her 
tryal, with Paulina and ladies. 


Leo. This ſeſſions, to our great grief, we pronounce 
'Ev'n puſhes *gainſt our heart. The party try'd, 

The daughter of a King, our wife, and one 
Of us too much belov'd ; let us be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, ſince we ſo openly 
Proceed in juſtice, which ſhall have due courſe, 
Even to the guilt, or the purgation. 
Produce the priſoner. 

OF. It it his highneſs' pleaſure, that the Queen 
Appear in perſon here in court. Silence! 

Leo. Read the indict ment. 

Offic. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, King 
of Sicilia, thow art here accuſed and arraigned of high 
treaſon, is committing adultery with Polixenes King of 
Bohemia, and conſpiring —＋ Camillo to take away 
the life of our ſovereign lord the King, thy royal huſ- 
band; the pretence whereof being by circumſtances partly 
laid open, thou Hermione, contrary to the faith and 
allegiance of a true ſub ject, didſt counſel and aid them 
for their better ſafety, to fly away by night. | 

Her. Since what I am to ſay, muſt be but that 
Which contradicts my accuſation, and 
Teſtimony on my part, no other | 
But what comes from my ſelf, it ſhall ſcarce boot me 
To ſay, not guilty :-mine integrity 
Being counted falſhood, ſhall, as I expreſs it, ) 
Be ſo receiv'd. But thus, if powers divine 2 

0 
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Behold our human actions, as they do, 
I doubt not then, but innocence ſha!l make 
Falſe accuſations bluſh, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. You, my lord, beſt know, 
Who leaſt will ſeem to do fo, my paſt life 
Hath been as continent, as chaſte, as true, 
As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than hiſtory can pattern, tho' devis'd 
And play'd to take ſpectators. For behold me 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 
A moiety of the throne: a great King's daughter, 
The mother to a hopeful prince, here ſtanding 
To prate and talk for life and honour, 'fore | 
Who pleaſe'to come and hear. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh grief, which I would ſpare: for honour, 
"Tis a derivative from me to mine, 
And only that I ſtand for. I appeal 
To your own conſcience, Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 
How merited to be ſo; fince he came, 
With what encounter ſo uncurrant I 
Have ſtrain'd r'appear thus; if one jot beyond 
The bounds of honour, or in act or will 
That way inclining, hardned be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near'ſt of kin 
Cry fie upon my grave. 
Leo. | ne'er heard yet 
Thar any of thoſe bolder vices wanted 
Leſs impudence to gain-ſay what they did 
Than to perform it firſt. : 
Her. That's true enough, 
Tho' 'tis a ſaying, Sir, not due to me. 
Leo. You will not own it. 
Her. More than miſtreſs of 
What comes to me in name of fault, I muſt not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 
With whom J am accus'd, I do confeſs 
] lov'd him, as in honour he requir'd ;. 
With ſuch a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me; with a love, even ſuch, 
So and no other, as your ſelf commanded: 
Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Bs Bot h 
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Boch diſobedience and-ingratitude 

To yo wy towards your friends; Whoſe love had 
oke, 

E ven — it could ſpeak, from an infant, freely, 

That it was yours. Now for conſp racy, 

I know not hom taſtes, tho' it be diſſi d 

For me to try how; all 1 know of it, 

Is, that Camille was an honeft man | 

And why he left your court, the gods themſelves, 

Worting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leo You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta'en to do in's abſence. 

Her. Sir, 

You ſpeak a language that I underſtand not; 

My lite ſtand in the level of your dreams, 

Which I' lay down. | 

Leo. Your actions are my dreams. 

You had a baſtard by Polixenes, 

And I but dream'd it: as you were paſt all ſhame, 
(Thoſe of your fact are fo) fo paſt all truth; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails; for as 
Thy brat Fa h been caft our, like to ir ſelf, 

No father owning it, (which is indeed 

More criminal in thee than it) ſo thou 

Shalt feel our juſtice, in whoſe eaſieſt paſſage 
Look for no leſs than death. _ 

Her. Sir, {pare your threats ; 
The bug which you would fright me with I ſock: 
To me can life be no commodity, | 
The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 

] do give loſt, for I do feel it gone, | 

But, know not how it went. My ſecond joy, 

The firſt- fruits of my body, from his preſence 

I'm barr'd like one infectious. My third comfort, 

Starr'd moſt unluckily is from my breaſt 

(The innocent milk in its moſt innocent mouth) 

Hal'd out to murder ; my felf on every poſt 

Proclaim'd a ſtrumpet; with immodeſt hatred 

The child-bed privilege deny'd which. 'Jongs 

To women of all faſhion: laſtly, hurried - 

Here to this place, i'th' open air, before 

I have got ſtrength of limbs. And now, my lege, 
« | Te 
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Tell me what bleſſings I have here alive, 
That I ſhould fear to die? therefore proceed: 
But yet hear this; miſtake me not; ns lite, 
I prize it not a ſtraw, but for mine honour, 
Which I would free: if I ſhall be condeoan'd 
Upon ſurmiſes, a'l proofs ſleeping elſe. 
But what your jealouſies awake, I tell you 
Tis rigour and not Jaw, Your honours all, 
I do refer me to the Oracle: 
Apollo be my judge. 

| Enter Dion and Cleomines. 

Lord. This your requeſt 
Is altoget her juſt; therefore bring forth, 

And in Apollo's name, his oradle. 

Her. The Emperor of Ruſſa was my father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's tryal ; that he did but ſ:e 
The flatneſs of my miſcry.; yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge! 

Officer. You here ſhall ſwear upon the ſword of juſtice, 
That you, Cleomines and Dien, have 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeal'd-vp oracle, by the hand deliver'd 
Of great Apollo's prieſt ; and that ſince then 
'You have not dar'd to break the holy cal, 

Nor read the ſecrers in't. 

Cleo. Dion. Al this we ſwear. 

Leo. Break up the ſeals. and read. 

O. Hermione i, chaſte, Polixenes blameleſs, Ca- 
mi lo 4 true ſubject, Leontts a jealous tyrant, his in- 
nocent babe 1 begotten, and the King ſhall live 
without an heir, if that which ts loſt be not ſound, 

Lords. Now bl fled be the great Apollo. 

Her. Praiſed. 

Leo. Haſt thou read the truth? 

O. Ay, my lord, even fo as it is here ſet down. 

Leo. There is no truth at ali i'“ th' oracle; 

The ſeſſion ſhall proceed; this is meer falſhogd, 
| 2 8 Enter ſervanc. 

Ser. My lord the King, the King, 

Leo. What is the bulineſs? 


1 
| 
| 
14 
ö 
| 
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Ser. O Sir, I ſhall be hated to report it. 
The prince your ſon, with meer conceit and ſear 
Of the Queen's ſpeed, is gone. | i 

Leo. How gone? 

Ser. Is dead. 

Leo. Apollo's angry, and the heav'ns themſelves 
Do ftrike at my injuſtice. How now there? 

[ Her. faints. 

Pau. This news is mortal to the Queen: look down 
And fee what death is doing. 

Leo. Take her hence; 
Her heart is but o'er-charg'd ; ſhe will recover. 


Exeunt Paulina and ladies with Hermione. 


I have roo much believ'd mine own ſuſpicion : 


*Beſeech you tenderly apply to her 


Some rcmedies for life. Apollo, pardon 
My great prophaneneſs gainſt thine oracle. 
I' reconcile me to Polixenes, 
Now wov my Queen, recall the good Camillo 
(Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy) 
For being tranſported by my jealouſies 
To blocdy thoughts and to revenge, I choſe 
Camillo for the miniſter, to poiſon _ 
My triend Polixenes ; which had been done, 
Bur that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My ſwift command; tho' J with death, and with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him, | 
Not doing it, and being done; he (moſt humane, 
And fill'd with honour) to my kingly gueſt 
Uaclaſp'd my practice, quit his fortunes here, 
Which you knew great, and to the certain hazud 
Of all incertainties himſelf commended, 
No richer than his honour : how he gliſters 
Through my dark ruſt ! and how his piery 
Does my deeds make the blacker ! | 
Enter Paulina. 

Paw. Woe the while : | 
O cut my lace, leſt my heart, cracking it, 
Break too. W ot 

Lord. What fit is this, good lady? 

Pau. What ſtudied torments, tyrant, haſt for me? 
What wheels? racks? fires? what flaying? boiting ? 

burning 
n 
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In leads or oils? what old or newer torture 
Muſt I receive? whoſe every word deſerves 
To tafte of thy moſt worſt. Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy Jealouſies, 
Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine! O think what they have done, 
And then run mad indeed; ſtark mad; for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but ſpices of it. 
That thou betray'dſt Polixenes, twas nothing, 
That did but ſhew thee, of a fool, inconſtant, 
And damnable ingrateful: nor was't much, 
Thou would'ſt have poiſon'd good Camillo's honour, 
To have him kill a King: poor treſpaſſes, 
More monſtrous ſtanding by ; whereof I reckon 
The caſting forth to crows thy baby-daughter, 
To be, or none, or little; tho? a devil | 
Would have ſhed water out of fire, ere don't: 
Nor is't directly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young prince, whoſe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high ſor one ſo tender) cleft the heart 
Thar could conceive a groſs and fooliſh fire 
Blemiſh'd his gracious | this is not, no, 
Laid to thy anſwer; but the laſt: O lords, | 
When I have faid, cry woe, the Queen, the Queen, 
The 3 deareſt creature's dead; and vengeance 
or't 4? 

Not dropt down yer. 

Lord. The higher powers forbid. | 

Paw. I fay ſhe's dead: I'll ſwear't: if word or oath 
Prevail not, go and ſee: if you can bring | 
Tincture or luſtre in her lip, her eye © 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll ſerve you 
As I would do the Gods. But, © thou tyrant! 
* Doſt not repent theſe things, for they are heavier 
* Than all thy woes can ſtir? therefore betake thee 
To nothing but deſpair. A thouſand knees, 
* Ten thouſand years together, naked, faſting, 
« Upon a barren mountain, and ſtill winter 
In ſtorm perpetual, could not move the Gods ok 
To look that way thou wert. | 

Leo. Go on, go on: | 
Thou canſt not ſpeak too much, I have deſery'd 
All rongues to talk their bittereſt, N 


Lord. 
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Lord. Say no more; 
:Howe'er the buſineſs goes, you have made fault 
T'th' boldneſs of your ſpeech. 
Pau. I am ſorry for't. 
All faults I make, when I ſhall come to know them 
1 do repent: alas, I've ſhew'd too much 
The raſhneſs of a woman; he is touch'd 
To th' noble heart. What's gone, and what's paſt help 
Should be paſt grief. Do not receive affliction 
At my. petition, I beſeech you ; rather | 
Let me be puniſh'd that have minded you 
Of what you ſhould forget Now, good my liege, 
Sir, royal Sir, forgive a fooliſh woman 
The love I bore your Queen lo, fool again 
II ſpeak of her no more, nor of your children : 
Il not remember you of my own lord, 
Who is loſt too. Take you your patience to you, 
And I'll fay nothing. 
Leo. Thou-didſt ſpeak but well, 
'When moſt the truth ; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee.  Pr'ythee bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queen and ſon, 


One grave ſhall be for both. Upon them {hall 


The cauſes of their death appear unto 


Our ſhamie perpetua! ; once a day I'll viſit 


The chapel where they lie, and tears ſhed there 
Shall be my recreation. So long. as nature 
Will bear up with this exercile, ſo long 
T daily vow to uſe it. Come and lead me 
To theſe ſorrows. 1 [ Exeunt. 
Changes to Bohemia. A defart Country ; the Sea xt 4 
little diſtance. | 
Enter Antigonus with a Child, and a Mariner. 
Ant. Thou art perfect then, our fhip bath touclid upon 


The deſaris of Bohemia? 


Mar. Ay, my lord, and fear | 


We ve landed in ill time: the skies look primly, 


And threaten preſent bluſters. In my conſcience, 


The heav'ns with that we have in hand are angry. 
And frown upon's. | 


Ant. 


7 
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Ant. Their ſacred wills be done; ger thee aboard, 
Look to thy bark, I'll not belong before 
I call ypon thee. 

Mar. Make your beſt haſte, and go not 
Too far i th land; tis like to be loud weather : 
Beſides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey that keep pott. FP 347 3066] | 
> Ant. Go thou away, _ | | {1 
111 follow inſtantly. * * 7 
Mar. I'm glad at heart 


„ ͤ 


— — 


— — ** 2 F 1 
— — ade ot | 


To be ſo rid o'th* buſineſs. Exit. 
Ant. Come, poor babe; 0 | | | 
] have heard, but not believ'd, rhe ſpirits 0'th' dead Ti 


May walk again; if ſuch thing be, thy mother 
Appear'd to me laſt night; for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes 4 creature, 
Sometimes her head on one fide, fome another, 
I never ſaw a veſſel of like ſorrow | 
So fill'd, and fo becoming ; in pure white robes, | 
Like very ſanctity, ſhe did approach 14 
My cabin where I lay ; thrice bow'd before me, | 
And gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech, her eyes 
Became two ſpouts; the fury ſpent, anon 
Did this break from her. Good Antigonus, | 
Since fate, againſt thy better diſpoſition, | 

| 

| 


XY 


Hath made thy pet ſen for the thrower-out 

Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, 

Places remote cnough are in Bohemia, 

There weep, and leave it crying ; and, for the babe 
Is counted loſt for ever and ever, Perdita | 

I pr'ythee call't. For this ungentle buſineſs | 
Put on thee, by my lord, thou ne er ſhalt ſee | 
Thy wife Paulina more. And ſo, with ſhrieks, | 
She melted into air. Affrighted much, | 
I did in time colle& my ſelf, and thoughr 

This was fo, and no ſlumber : dreams are toys, 
Vet for this once, yea ſupe: ſtitiouſly, | 
I will bz ſquar'd by this. I do believe 
Hermione hath ſuffer'd death, and that 

Apollo would, this being indeed the iſfut 

Ot King Polixenes, it ſhould here be laid, 
12 life or death, upon the earth 


Of 
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Of its right father. Bloſſom, ſpeed thee wel, | 
[Laying down the child, : 
There lie, and there thy character: there theſe, 
Which may, if fortune pleaſe, both breed thee, pretty 
one, 


And ſtill reſt thine. The ſtorm begins; poor wreteh, 


— - 
r 


That for thy mother's fault art thus exposd 0 
| To loſs, and what may follow. Weep I cannot, 
ö But my heart bleeds: and moſt accurſt am; . 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this. Farewel. 
The day frowns more and more; thou art like to have n 

| A lullaby too rough: I never ſaw 

h The heav'ns ſo dim by day. A ſavage clamour ! _ 
| Well may I get aboard: this is the chace, J 
I am gone for Renee. Exit purſued by a bear. a 
| ©. . "Enter an old Shepherd, | a 
; Shep. I would there were no age between ten and f 
three and twenty, or that youth would ſleep out the : 
l reſt : for there is nothing in the berween bur getting 

Þ wenches with child, wronging the ancientry, ſtealing, { 
| fighting—hark you no-] would any but theſe boil'd b 

| brains of nineteen and two and twenty hunt this wea- 

| tber? They haye ſcar'd away two of my beſt ſheep, A 
which I fear the wolf will ſooner find than the maſter; 

„ if any where I have them, tis by the ſeaſide, brou- h 
f zing of ivy. Good luck, an't be thy will, what have 

[ we here? [Taking up the child) Mercy on's, a barne! b 
f a very pretty barne! a boy or a child, I wonder! a 7 
| pretty one, a very pretty one, ſure ſome ſcape fi 
| tho' I am not bookiſh, yer I can read waiting- gentle- - 
woman in the *ſcape. This has been ſome ſtair-work, ſ; 
{ ſome rrunk-work, ſome behind-door-work : they were f: 
. warmer that got this, than the poor thing is here. III 5 
take it up for pity, yet I'll tarry 'till my ſon come: he 
[i hollow'd but even now. Whoa, ho-hoa. y 
þ Enter Clown. * 
Clo. Nilloa, loa. | 

0 Shep. What, art ſo near? if thov'lt ſee a thing to talk L 
| on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. What * 
' ai ſt thou, man? | 7 "wan A 
„ Clo. I have ſeen two ſuch ſights, by ſea and by land; b 


but I am not to fay it is a fea, for it is now on 
SKY 3 


3 


— — 
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sky; betwixt the firmament and it you cannot thruſt a 
bodkin's point. 

Shep. Why boy, how is it? 

Clo. I would you did but fee how ir chafes, how 
it rages, how it takes up the ſhore ; but that's not to 
the point; oh the moſt piteous cry of the poor ſouls, 
ſometimes to ſee em, and not to ſee em: now the 
ſhip boring the moon with her main-maſt, and anon 
ſwallow'd with yeſt and froth, as you'd thruſt a c r& 
into a hogſhead. And then the land- ſervice, to fee 
how the bear tore out his ſhoulder-byne, how he cry'd 
to me for help, and ſaid his name was Antigonus, a 
nobleman. But to make an end of the ſhip, to ſee how 
the ſea flap-dragon'd it. Bur firſt, how the poor ſouls 
roar'd, and the ſea mock'd them. And how the poor 
gentleman roar'd, and the bear mock'd him, both roar- 
ing louder than the ſea, or weather. | 

Shep. Name of mercy, when was this, boy? 

Clo. Now, now, I have not winked fince I ſaw theſe 
ſights, the men are not yet cold under water, nor the 
bear half dined on the gentleman; he's at it now. 

Shep. Would I had been by to have help'd the old 
man. . 1 | 

Clo. I would you had been by the ſhip-fide, to have 
help'd her, there your charity would have lack'd. footing. 

Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters ! but look thee 
here, boy. Now bleſs thy ſelf; thou meet'ſt with 
things dying, I with things new born. Here's a fight 
for thee; look thee, a bearing-cloth for a ſquire's 
child! look thee here; take up, take up, boy, open't; 
ſo, let's ſee : it was told me I ſhould be rich by the 
fairies. This is ſome changeling; open't; what's with- 
in, boy ? 

Clo. You're a mad old man; if the fins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold, 
all gold. | 

Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and twill prove fo, 
Up with it, keep it cloſe :: home, home, the next 
way, We are lucky, boy, and to be ſo ſtill requires 
nothing but ſecrecy. Let my ſheep go: come, good 
boy, the next way home, 

Clo. Go you the next way with your findings, FM 
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ſee if the bear be gone from the gentleman, and 
ow much he hath eaten: they are never curſt, but 
when they are hungry: if there be any of him left, I 
. bury it. 
Shep. That's a good deed. If thou may'ſt diſcern 
by that which is left of him, whar he is, fetch me to th 
ſight of him. 


Clo. Marry will I, and you ſhall help to put him i'th' 
ground. 


Shep. Tis a lucky day, boy, and we'll do good 


deeds on't. [ Exerent, 
. 
Enter Time. The Chorus. 
| Tims, 


1 That pleaſe ſome, " all, both joy and terror 
; a 
0 


Of good and bad, tbat make and unfold error; 
w take upon me, in the name of Time, 

To- uſe my wings. Impute it nor a crime 

To me, or my ſwift paſſage, that I ſlide 

Oer ſixteen years, and leave the growth untry'd 

Of that wide pap ? ſince it is in my power 

To oerthrow law, and in one ſelf-born hour 

To plant and Oer - helm cuſtom. Let me paſs 
'The ſame I am, ere ancient order was, 

Or What is now receiv'd. I witneſs to 

The times that brought them in, ſo-ſhall I do 

To th' freſheſt things now reigning, and make ſtale 
The pliſtering of this preſent, as my tale 

Now ſeems to it , your patience this allowing, 

1 turn my plaſi, and give my ſcene ſuch growing 
As you had ſlept between.  Leantes leaving 

Th' eſſects of his fond jealouſies ſo grieving 
That he ſhuts up himſelf; imagine me, 
Gentle ſpeRtators, that I now may be 
In fair Boh&jnia, and remember well, 
1 mention here a ſon o'th' King's; whom Florizel 
1 now name to you, and with ſpeed ſo pace 

To ſprak of Pergits, now grown in grace 3 

qu 
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Equal with wondring. What of her enſues 

I liſt not propheſie. But let Time's news 

Be known when ?tis brought forth. A ſhepherd's 
daughter, | 

And what to her adheres, which follows after, 

Is th' argument of time; of this allow, 

If ever you have ſpent time worſe ere now: 

If never, yet that Time himſelf doth ſay, 

He wiſhes carneſtly you never may. Exit. 


Court ef Bohemia. 
Enter Polixencs and Camillo. 


Pol. 1 pray thee, good Camillo, be no more importu- 
nate; 'tis a licknef denying thee any thing, a death to 
grant this. | 

Cam. It is fifreen years ſince I ſaw my country; 
though I have for the moſt part been aired abroad, I deſire 
to lay my bones there. Beſides, the penitent King, my 
maſter, hath ſent for me, to whoſe feeling forrows I 
might be ſome allay, or I oer ween to think fo, which is 
another ſpar to my departure. | | 

Pol. As thou lov'ſt me, Camillo, wipe not ont the 


reſt of thy ſervices by leaving me now; the deed { 


have of thee, thine own goodneſs hath made: better 
not to have had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou 
having made me buſinefles, which none, without thee, 
can ſufficiently manage, muſt either ſtay ro execute 
them thy ſelf, or take away with thee the very ſervi- 
ces thou haſt done; which if I have not enough con- 
ſidered, as too much I cannot; to be more thankful 
to thee ſhall be my ſtudy, and my profit therein, the 
heaping friendſhips, Of that fatal country Sicilia. 
pr'ythee ſpeak no more, whoſt very naming puniſhes 
me with the temembrance of that penitent, as thou 
cal'ſt him, and reconciled King my brother, whoſe 
loſs of his moſt precious Queen and ehildren are even 
now to be afreſh-lamented. Say to me, when law'ſt 
thou the prince Florizel my fon? Kings are no leſs 
unhappy, their iſſue not being gracious, than they are 
in loling them, when they have approved their 
virtues. | 

Cam. Sir, it is three days ſince I ſaw the prince; 

| what 
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what his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown 
but I have (miſſingly) noted, he is of late much retired 
from court, and is leſs frequent to his princely exerciſes 
than formerly he hath appear*d. SIE ED: 

Pol. 1 have confider'd ſo much, Camillo, and with 
ſome care fo far, that 1 have eyes under my ſer vice, 
which look upon his removedneſs; from whom I have 
this intelligence, that he is ſeldom from the- houſe of a 
moſt homely ſhepherd; a man, they ſay, that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours, 
is grown into an unſpeakable eſtare. 

Cam. I have heard, Sir, of fuch a man, who hath 
a daughter of moſt rare note; the report of her is ex- 
tended more than can be thought to begin from ſuch 
a cottage. a 

Pol. That's likewiſe part of my intelligence; but, I 
fear, the angle that plucks our ſon thither. Thou 

ſhalt accompany us to the place, where we will (not 
appearing what we are) have ſome queſtion with the 
ſnepherd; from whoſe ſimplicity, I think it not uneaſy 
to get the cauſe of my ſon's reſort thither. Pr'ythee be 
my preſeat partner in this buſineſs, and lay aſide the 
thoughts of Sicilia. | n 
Cam. I willingly obey your command. _. 
Pol. My beſt Camillo, we muſt diſguiſe our ſelves. _ 


1 $536 Foy [ Exennt. 
SCENE, The Country, 
Enter Autolicus ſinging. 
ben daffadils begin to peere 
Vith bey the doxy. over the dale, 
ß then comes in the ſweet o th year : | 
For the red blood reigns in the winter's pale. 
The white ſheet bleaching on the hedge, 
With hey the fweet birds, O how they ſmg : 
Doch ſet my pug ging tooth an edge; F 
+ - -» For a quart of ale is a diſh for a. King. © 
1; The lark with tirra lyra chaunts, | 
44 & With hey. with hey the thruſh and the jay: 
Arte ſummer _— me and my aunts, 
Mile we lie tumbling in the hay. 
I have ſerved prince Florizel, and in my time wore three 
Pile, but now I am out of ſervice. "M 
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But ſhall I go mourn for that, my dear? 
4400 in 7245 b night: \ UL 
And when I wander here and there, | | 

I then do go moſt right. 
If tinkers may have leave to live, 
And bear the ſow-skin budget, 
Then my account I well may give, 


And in the flocks avouch it, 


My rraffick is ſucets; when the kite builds, look to 
leſſer linnen. My father nam'd me Autolicus, who 
being, as I am, litter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe 
a ſnapper- up of unconſider'd trifles: with die and drab, 
I purchas d. this capariſon, and my revenue is the filly 
cheat. Gallows and knock are too powerful on the 
high-way, beating and hanging are terrors to me : for 
the life ro come, I ſleep out the thought of ic, A prize 
a prize! 
Enter Clown. 


Clo. Let me ſee, every eleven weather tods, every tod 
yields pound and odd ſhilling; fifteen hundred ſhorn, 
wha? comes the wool to? 

Aut. If the ſprindge bold, the cock's mine. [ Hide. 

| Clos. I cannot do't without compters. Let me ſee, 
what am I to buy for'our ſheep-ſhearing feaſt ? three 
pound of ſuggar, five pound of currants, rice ———— 
what will this ſiſter of mine do with rice? but my father 
hath made her miſtreſs of the feaſt, and ſhe lays it 


on. She hath made me four and twenty noſe- gays for 


the ſhearers; three - man ſogg-men all, and very good 
ones, but they are moſt of them means and baſes; but 
one put itan among them, and he ſings pſalms to horn- 


pipes. 1 maſt have ſaffron to colour the warden pies, 


1 


mace — dates — 0e —-— that's out of 
my note: nutmegs, ſeven; a race or two of ginger, 
bur that I may beg; four pound of prunes, and as many 
railins'o'th' ſun. * 2 N 

Aut. Oh, that ever I was born 
| [ Groveling on the ground, 


Clo. Itch name of me 


Aut. Oh belp me, help me: pluck but off theſe rags, 
Clo. 
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Clo. Alack, poor ſoul, thou haſt need of more rags to 
lay on thee, rather than have theſe 2 | | 85 

Aut. Oh, Sir, the loathſomneſs of them offends me, 
more than the ſtripes I have receiv d, which are mighty 
ones, and millions. 8 

Clo. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may come 
% ee 0, . | 

Aut. I am robb'd, Sir, ard beaten; my mony and 
apparel ta en from me, and theſe deteſtable things put 
upon me. | 

Clo What, by a horſe-man, or a footman ? 

Aut A foot-man, {ſweet Sir, a footman. 

Clo. Indeed, he ſhould be a foot-man, by the gar- 
ments he has left with thee ; if this be a horſe-man's 
coat, it hath ſeen very hot ſervice. Lend me thy 
hand, I'll help thee, Come, lend me thy hand. 
= [ Helping him up. 

Ant. Oh! good Sir, tenderly, oh ! 

Glo. Alas, poor foul. 7 
Ant. O good Sir, ſoftly, good Sir: I fear, Sir, my 
ſhoulder-blade is our. 

Clo. Haw now? canft ftand ? 

Aut. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir, ſoftly ; you ha' done 
me a charitable office. | 
omg Doft lack any mony ? I have a little mony for 
kt 5 ; 

Aut. No, good ſweet Sir; no, I beſeech you, Sir; 
I have a kinſman not paſt three quarters of a mile hence, 
unto whom I was going; I ſhall there have mony, or 
any thing I want: offer me no mony, I pray you, that 
kills my heart. - tr Haas in | Tu | 

. Clo. What manger of fellow was he that robb'd you? 

Aut. A fellow, Sir, that 1 have knows to go about 
with. \trol-my-dames: I knew bim once a ſervant of 
the prince; I cannot tell, good Sir, for which of his 
virtues it was, but he was certainly whipp'd out of 
the court. 5381 | 
Cle. His vices, you would ſay; there's no virtue 
whipp'd out of the court; .they-cheriſh it to make it ſtay 
there, and yet it vvill no more but abide. 


* 


Aut. Vices I would ſay, Sir. I know this man well, 
ho hath been fince an ape-bearer, then a proceſs-ſerver, 
| 4 
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a bailiff; then he compaſt a motion of the prodigal ſon, 
and married a tinker's wife within a mile where my 
land and living lies; and having flown over many knaviſh 
profeſſions, he ſettled only in rogue; ſome call him 
Hutolicus. | x 55 

Clo. Out upon him, prig ! for my life, prig; he haunts 
wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. | 

Aut. Very true, Sir; he, Sir, he; that's the rogue that 
pur me into his apparel. 

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Behemia; if 
you had but look'd big, and ſpit at him, he'd have run. 

Aut. | mutt confets to you, Sir, I am no fighter; 
1 am falſe of heart that way, and that he knew 1 war- 
rant him. 

Clo. How do you do now ? 

Aut. Sweet Sir, much better than I was ; I can ſtand, 
and walk; I will even take my leave of you, and pace 
foftly towards my kinſman's. 

Clo; Shall I bring thee on thy way? 

Aut. No, good fac'd Sir; no, ſweet Sir. 

Clo. Then farewel, I mult go to buy ſpices for our 
ſheep- ſhearing. [ Exit. 

Aut. Proſper you, ſweet Sir. Your purſe is not hot 
enough to purchaſe your ſrice. Il} be with you at 
your threp-fhearing too: if I make not this cheat bring 
out another, and the ſhearers prove ſheep, let me be 
unrol'd, and my name put into the book of virtue, 


SONG. 
og on, jog on, the foot-path way, 
7 And —— hent the files, 


A merry heart goes all the-day, 
Your ſad tires in à mile-a. [ Bxit, 


Enter Florizel and Perdita. 


Flo. Theſe your unuſual weeds to each part of you 
Does give a life, no ſhepherdeſs but Flora, 
Peering in April's front. This your ſneep-ſhearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the Queen on't. 

Per. Sir, my gracious lord, 
To chide at yapr extreams it not becomes me: 

6 On 
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Oh pardon, that I name them: your high ſelf, 
The gracious mark o'th* land, you have obſcur'd 
Witha ſwain's wearing; and me, poor lowiy maid, 
Moſt goddeſs-like prank d up. Bur that our feaſts 
In every meſs have folly, and the feeders 
Digeſt it with a cuſtom, I ſhould bluſh 
To ſee you ſo attired ; ſworn I think, 
To ſhew-my ſelf a glaſs. 

Flo. I bleſs the time 
When my good falcon made her flight a-croſs 
Thy father's ground. 

Por. Now Fove affard you cauſe; 
To me the difference forges dread, your greatneſ⸗ 
Hath not been us'd to fear; even now I tremble 
To think your father, by ſome accident, 
Should paſs this way, as you did : oh the fates ! 
How would he look to ſee his work, ſo noble, 
Vilely bound up! what would he ſay! or how 
Should I in theſe my borrow'd flaunts behold 
The ſternneſs of his preſence ? 7 

Flo. Appiehend | G 
Nothing bur jollity : the Gods themſelves, 


— 2 — 22 — HH = — 


Humbling their deities to love, have taken Sh 
Tbe ſhapes of beaſts upon them. Fupiter — 
Became a bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptune T 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-rob'd God, 4 


| Golden Apollo, a poor humbie ſwain, c 
As I ſeem now. Their transformations g 


Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, Tr 
Nor in a way ſo chaſte; ſince my defires Ar 
Run not before mine honour, nor my lulis As 
Burn hotter than my faith. | 
Per. O, but dear Sir, ( 
Your reſolution cannot hold, When tis — 
Oppos d, as it muſt be, by th pow'r o' th' King. 5 f 
One of theſe two muſt be neceſſities, | | M 
Which then will ſpeak, that you muſt change this pur- - 
ſe, | | 

Or 1 a life. ION An 

Flo. Thou deareſt Perdita, k 


With theſe forc'd thoughts I pr'ythee darken not 
The mirth o' th' feaſt; or Vll be thine, my fair, 


Or 
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Or not my father's. For I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
be not thine. To this I am moſt conſtant, 
Tho' deſtiny ſay no. Be merry, gentle, 
Strangle ſuch rhoughts as theſe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your gueſts are coming: 
Lifr up your countenance, as *rwere the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which 
We two have ſworn ſhall come. | & a 
Por. O lady fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious. | 
Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mopſa, Dorcas, Servants ; 
with Polixenes and Camillo diſguis d. 
Fo. Sce, your gueſts approach; 
Addreſs your {elf to entertain them ſprightly, 
And let's be red with mirth. | 
Shep. Fie, daughter ; when my old wife liv'd, upon 
This day ſhe was both pantler, butler, cook, - 
Both dame and fervant ; welcom'd all, ſerv'd all; 
Would {ing her ſong, and dafice her turn; now here 
At upper end o'th' table, now i'th* middle; 
On his ſhoulder, and his; her face o' fire 
Wirh labour; and the thing ſhe took to quench it 
She would to each one ſip. You are retired, 
As if you were a feaſted one, and not 
The hoſteſs of the meeting ; pray you bid 
Theſe unknowa friends to's welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known, 
Come, quench your bluſnes, and-preſent your ſelf 
That which you are, miſtreſs o'ch* feaſt. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your ſheep-ſhearing, 
As your good flock ſhall proſper. | 
Per. Sirs, welcome. *. Pol. and Cam: 
It is my father's will, I ſhould take on me nf 
The hoſteſsſnip o' th* day; you're welcome, Sirs. F 
Give me thoſe flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend Sirs; 
For you there's roſemary and rue, theſe keep p 
Seeming and ſavour all the winter long: 
Grace and remembrance be unto you both, 
And welcome to'our ſhearing. Sh, 
Pol. Shepherdeſs, © * 
e 
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With flowers of winter. 
Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Nor yet on ſummer's death, nor en the birth 
Of trembling winter, the faireſt flowers o'th' ſeaſon 
Are our carnarions, and ſtreak'd gilly-flowers, 
Which ſome call nature's baſtards; of that kind 
Our ruſtick garden's barren, and I care not 
To get lips of them. 
Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 
Do you neglect them? 
Per. For I have heard it ſaid, 
There is an art, which in their pideneſs ſhares 
With great creating nature. 
Pol. Say there be, 
Yet nature is made better by-no mean, 
But nature makes that mean; ſo over that art, 
Which you ſay adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes: you ſee, ſweet Maid, we marry 
A gentler ſcyon to the wildeſt ſtack, 
And make conceive a bir of baſer kind 8 
By bud of nobler race. This is an art 
Which does mend nature, change it rather; but 
The att it ſelf is nature. 
Per. So it is. 
Pol. Then make your garden rich in gil, flowers, 
And do not call them. baſtards. 
Per. I' not put 
The dibble in earth, to ſer one lip of them: 
No more than were I painted, I would wiſh 
This youth ſhould fay twete well: and only therefore 
Deſire to broed by me. Here's flowers for you; 
Hot lavender, mints, ſauoury, marjoram, 
The mary-gold, that goes to bed with, th' ſun, 
And with him riffs, weeping : theſe are flowers 
Ot middle ſarames, and, I think, they. are given 
To men af middle age. Vate welcome. 

Cam. I ſhould, leave grazing, were I of your flack, 
| Aud only live by. gazing. | 
| Per. Our alas; 
| You'd be ſo lean, that blaſts af January | | 

| Would blow you through and through Now my 
faireſt friends, . } 
I weuld I had ſome flowers & th' ſpring, that —— 
| m 
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Become your time of day; and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your virgin-branches yer 
Your maiden-heads growing : O Proſerpina, 
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let'ſt fall 
From Ns waggon ! daffadils, 
That come before the ſwallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty; violets dim, 
But ſweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
Or Cytherea's breath; pale prinireſes, _ 
That die wnmarried, ere they ean behold 
Bright Pbæbus in his ſt h, a malady 
Moſt incident to maids; bold oxlips, and 
The crown-imperial; lillies of all kinds, 
The flower-de-lis being one. O theſe I lack 
To make you garlands of, and my ſweet friend 
To ſtrow him o'er and o'er. 

Flo. What ? like a coarſe ? 

Per. No, like bank, for love to lie and play on 
Not like à coarſe; or if, not to be baried 
But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers, 
Methinks I play as I have ſeen them do 
In Whirſon paſorals : ſure this robe of mine 
Does change my diſpoſition. 

Flo. What you do, | | 
Still betters what is done. When you fpeak, fivcer, 
I'd have you do it ever; when you fo , 
I'd have you buy and ſell fo; fo give alms; _ 
Pray ſo; and for the ord'ring your affairs, 
To ſing them roo. When you do dance, I wiſh you 
A wave o'ch' ſea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; move ſtill, ſtill fo, 
And own no other function. Each your doing, 
So ſingular in each particular, 
Crowns what you're doing in the preſent deeds, 
That all your acts are Queens. 

Pw. O Dovicles, 
Your praiſes are too large; but that your h 
— che —— which * fairly through itz 

* you out an unſtain'd' ſhepher | 

Wi willow I might fear, my — 5 
You woo'd me the falſe way. 

Ha I think you have 8. 
rene 
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To put you tot. Bur come, our dance | pray; 
Your hand, my Perdita; fo turtles pair , 
That never mean to part. | 
Per. I'll ſwear for em. 
vol. This is the prettieſt low · born laſs that ever 
Ran on the green-ſord; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
But ſwacks of ſomething greater than hoy ſelf, 
Too noble for this place. 
Cam. He tells her ſomething 
That makes her blood look out ; good ſooth ſhe is 
The Queen of curds and cream. 
Clo. Come an, ſtrike up. 
Dor. Mopſa muſt be your miſtreſs F marry __ 
to mend her kiſſing with. 
Mop. Now in good time. 
Clo. Not a word, a word, we ſtand upon our man- 
ners, come ſtrike up. 
Here à dance of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 
Pol Pray, good ſhepherd, what fair ſwain is this 
. ho dances with your daughter? 
Shop. They call him Doricles, and he boaſts himſelf 
To have a. worthy feeding; bur I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it: 4 
He looks like ſooth; be ſays he loves my daughter, 
L.chink fo. too; for never gaz d the moon | 
Upon the water, as he'il, ftand and red 
As twere my daughter's eyes: and. to be plain, 
think there is not half a kiſs to chuſe 
Myho loves another beſt. 15 
Pol. She dances featly. ä 
Shep So ſhe does any thing, tho' I report it 
That ſhould; be ſilent; if young Doricles | 
Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 1:11:20 4 | if} An 
Enter 4 Servant. / 
Ser. O maſter, if you did bur hear the pedler at the 
door, ypu would never dance again after a tabor and 
ipe: no, the bag-pipe could not move yu; he fings 
Evert tunes faſter, than you'll tell money,; he utters 
them as he had eaten lads, 4 A mens ears grow 
to his tunes. e 00s i 
Clo. He could never come Wen 3 be ſhall come in; 


I love a _ but even too well, if it be doleful mat- 
ter 


+ * 
or - 
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tet merrily ſer down; or a very pleaſant thing indeed 
and ſung lamentably. 
Ser. He hath ſongs for man or woman of ail ſizes; 
no milliner can ſo fit his cuſtomers with gloves: he 
„ has the prettieſt loye-ſongs for maids, ſo vit hout 
| bawdry, (which is ſtrange) with ſuch delicate burthens 
of dildos and fapings: jump her and thump ber: 
and where ſome ftretch-mouth'd raſcal would, as it 
were, mean miſchief, and break a foul gap into the 
matter, he makes the maid to anſwer, Whop, do me 
no harm, good man; puts him off, flights him, with! 


K Whop, do me no harm, good man. 
Pol. This is a brave tellow. | A Sn 
Clo. Believe me, thou talkeſt of an admirable con- 
* ceĩted fellow, has he any unbraided wares ? 


Ser. He hath ribbons of all the colours i'th' rainbow: 
points, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia can learn? 
edly handle, tho' they come to him by the groſs 
inkles, caddiſſes, cambricks, lawns; why he ſings em 

F over, as they were gods and goddeſſes; you would 
think a ſmock were a ſhe-angel, he ſo chants to the 
fleeve-hand, and the work about the ſquare on'r. , 
. Pr'ythee bring him in, and let him approach 

n wy TIT STR 
. ä — him that he uſe no ſcurrilous words 
in's tunes. | 1 | : 
. Clo. You have of theſe pedlers that have more in 
them than you'd think, ſiſter. | 
Fer. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 


„ 
— 


* 


Enter Autolicus ſinging. = 
. Lawn as white as driven ſnow, © 
Cyprus black as cer was crow; 3 


Gloves as ſweet as damask roſes, 

Masks for faces and for noſes ; 

Bugle bracelets, neck lace amber, 

22 for a lady chamber. 

Golden quoifs, and flomachers, 

For my lads to give their dears : 

Pins, and poaking flicks of feel, 

What maids lack from. head to heel: 
Come buy of me, come : ome buy, come buy, 
Buy lads, or elſe your laſſes ery : come buy. 

| C 3 Cie. 


— 
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Clo. If I were not in love with Mapſa, thou ſhould't 
take no mony of me; but being cnthrall'd as I am, 
90 will alſo be the bondage of certain ribbons and 

ves. | 

Mop. I was promisd them againſt the feaſt, but 
they come not too late now. ; 4 
Dor. He bath promis'd you more than that, or 
there be lyars. 3 n n 1051 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis d you: may 
be he has paid you more, which will ſhame you to 
give him again. 


Clo. Is there no manners left among maids? will 


they wear their plackets where they ſhould bear their 
faces? is there not milkiog-time,' when you are going 
to bed, or kill-hole, to whiſtle of theſe ſecrets, bur 


you mult be tircle-tailing before all our gueſts? tis well 


they arc whiſpering: clamour your tongues, and not 8 
word more. - $07 
Map. I have done: come, you premig'd me a taw- 
dry lace, and a pair of ſweet gloves. 
_ Clo. Have 1 not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
way, and loſt all my mony ? els 4 
Aut. Aud indecd, Sir, there are cazcners; abroad, 
therefore it behoves men to be wary. : 


2 Fear not thou, man, thou ſhalt Joſe nothing 


e. 
Aut. I hope ſo, Sir, for I have about me many par- 
cels of charge. | | 

Clo. What that here? ballads ? | 1 

Mop. Pray now buy ſome, I love a ballad in print, 
or a life; for then we are ſure they are true. 

Aut. Here's one to a very doleful tune, how a uſu- 
rer's wife was brought 10'bed with twenty mony-bags 
at a burthen, and how ſhe long'd to eat adders heads, 
and toads carbonado d. 

Mop. Is it true, think you? 

Aut. Very true, and but a month old. 

Dor. Bleſs me from marrying a uſurer, | 

Aut. Here's the midwifes name tot; one miſtreſs 
Tale-porter, and five or fix honeſt wives that were pre- 
ſent. Why ſhould I carry lyes abroad? 

Mop. Pray you now buy it. 

Cle. Come on, lay it by; and let's firſt ſee more 
ballads ; we'll buy the other things anon. 


tl 
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Aut. Here's another ballad of a fiſh that appear d 
upon the coaſt, on Wedneſday the fourſcore of April, 
forty thouſand fathom above water, and ſung this bal- 
lad againſt the hard hearts of maids; ic was thought 
ſhe was a woman, and was tura'd into à cold fiſh, for 
ſhe would not exchange fleſh wich ous char lov'd her: 
the ballad is very pitiful, and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you ? 

Aut. Five juſtices hands at it ; and witneſſes more 
than my pack will hold. 

Clo. Lay it by too: another. | 

Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones. 

Aut. Why this is a paſſiag merry one, and goes to the 
tune of two maids wooing a man; there's ſcarce a maid 
weſtward but ſhe fings it: tis in ,I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both fing it; if thou'lt bear a part, 
thou ſhalt hear, 'tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the rune on't a month ago. 

Aut. I can bear my part, you muſt know tis my 
occupation; have at it with you. | 


SONG. 
Aut. Get you bence, for 1 g0. 
Dor. Whither ? 
Mop. O whither ? 
Dor. Whither ? 


Mop. It becomes thy vath full well, 
Thea 19 me thy reti tell. 

Dor. Me too, let me go thither : 

Mop. Or then goeft to h grange, or mill. 

Dor. If to either thou do ill. 

Aut. Neither. | 

Dor, Whar neither ? 

Aut. Neither. 

Dor. Thon haſi ſworn my love te be. 

Mop. Thou haſh ſworn it more to me : 
Then whither goeft ? ſay whither ? 

Chi. We'll have this ſong out anon by our ſelves: 
my father and the gentlemen are in ſad talk, and 
we'll not trouble them: come bring away thy pack 
after me. Wenches, I'll buy for you both: pedlar, 
let's have the firſt choice; follow me, girls. 36 7 

C 4 Aut. 


56 TheWinTer's TALE. 


Aut. And you ſhall pay well for em. 
| DT 4 SON 2 . 
you bu any tape, or lace ur cape, 
Ln re F | 
Any ſilk, any thread, any toys for your head 
Of the new'ſt, and fin , fin ſi where-a a? 
Come to the pedler, mony's a medler, 
That doth utter all mens ware - a. | 
[ Ex. Clown; Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopſa, 
Enter à Servant. 
Ser. Maſter, there arẽ three carters, three ſhepherds, 
three neat-herds, and three ſwine-herds, that have made 
themſelves all men of hair, they call themſelves fal- 


tiers, and they have a dance, which the wenches ſay 


is a gallymaufry of gambols, becauſe. they are nor 
in't: bur they themſelves are o'th* mind, it it- be nor 
too rough for ſome that know little but bowling,i: 
will pleaſe plentitully. YEE 

Shep. Away; we'll none on't; here has been too 
much homely: foolery already. I know, Sir, we wea- 
ry you, W a ; 
. Pol. You weary thoſe that refreſh us: pray let's 


ſee thefe four-threes of herdſmen. ' 


Ser. One three of them, by their own report, Sir, 
hath danc'd before the King; and not the worſt of 
the three but jumps twelve foot and a half by th' ſquare. 

Shep. Leave your prating ; ſince theſe good men are 
Pleas'd, let them come in, but quickly now. 

Here 4 dance of twelve Satyrs. 

Pol. O father, you'll know more of that hereafter. 
Is it not too far gone? 'tis time to part them, 

He's ſimple. and tells much. How now, fair ſhepherd, 

Your heart is full of ſomething that does take 

Your mind from feaſting. Sooth, when I was young, 

And handed love, as you do, I was wont 

To load my ſhe with knacks: 1 would have ranſack d 

The pedler's filken treaſury, and have pour d it 

To her acceptance; you have let him go, 

And nothing marted with him. If your laſs 

Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this 

Your lack of love or bounty, you were ſtraited 

For a reply at leaſt, if you make a care 

Of happy holding ber. | 9 
: 


2 228 


8 


er 


Flo. Old Sir, I know . 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are; | 
The gifts ſhe looks from me, are packt and lockt 
Up in my heart which I have given already, _ 
But not deliver d. O hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient S:r, who it ſhould ſeem 
Hath ſometime lov'd. I 'take thy hand, this band, ita 
As ſoft as dove's down, and as white as it, 


Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd ſnow! 1 05 ? 


That's bolted by the northern blaſt twice oer. 
Pol. What follows this? 
How prettily the young ſwain ſcems to waſh 


The hand was fair before! I've put you out; 1 
But to your proteſtation: let me hear 
What you profeſs. ba h b 4.24 257 2 | 
Flo. Do. and be witneſs tot. d 1 3 
Pol. And this my neighbour roo ? 2 OY 
Flo. And he, and more | 
Than he, and men ; rhe earth, * * and 1 
That were I crown d the moſt imperial monarch 


Thereof moſt worthy; were I the faireſt youth 

That ever made eye ſwerve, had force and knowledge. 
More than was ever mans, I would not prizetmhem 
Without her love; for her ãmploy them all. 5 x 
Commend them, and condemn: _ to hy riert 701 


Or to their own perdition. Derr 
Pol. Fairly offer d. 1 un # 
Cam. This ſheus » ound kad. erin ara] 107 296 
Shep. Bur: my daughter, . * n jc 2 c 
Say you the like to him? 


Per. I cannot ſpeak 
So well, nothing ſo well, no, nor mend better „ obs 
By the pattern of mine own nn 1 cut out 1 
The purity of his. Hutu ed zoWf al A 
Shep. Take bade bargain ;. 1 ym mide en 


And friends unknown, you ſhall bear me ec 511 

I give my daughter to, Lins. and will RP. 

Her portion equal his. 1 Ake 
Ho. O, that mult be 1 


rech virtue. of. your, daughter; one being bed. 


I ſhall have more than 0 can. ee . acl 
Enough then far your wh tr" 
Contract ug fore thely' v 


5 1 
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| Tbs thus * beef e Thou of . 
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Shep. Come, your hand; Word ! 

And, daughter, yours. - 

Pol. Soft, (wait, a- while; beſeech you, 
Have you a father ? 

Flo. I have; but what of him? 

Pol. Knows he of this? 

Flo. He neither des bor ſhall. 

Pol. Methinks a fer | 
Is at the nuptial of his fon; a gurſt 
That beſt becomes the tablet pt pou ance more, 
Is not your father grown * 4 
Of reaſonable «Fairs? ir he nut ſtapid 
With age, and et ring rheums? 'oan he (peak ? bear ? 
Know man from man? diſpute his own 27 
Lies he not bed-rid? and again, 0 E 
But what he did, being c aun? f 

Ho. No, good Sir,; 1 


He, has his health, and ampler ſrengrh inde 


Than wel we of his age. 
You, offer Rich, if this be b, « wrong. 
Something enſisl: reaſon my fon "i 
Should cuſe hr Rl a wants, but 'a5 * | 
The father (all whole joy is nothing a & 0! 
But fair” 5 — bone u 27020: ; 
In ſuch a buſineſs. 0 47 80 
He. I yield all this; + fri BY 
But for ſome other ræuſu my raw ry 2 
Which 'tis not fit you know, 4 got ee 
My father of this buſineſs. | 
Pol. Let him know'r. > | 
Flo. He ſfuf ng ts 
Fol.” Hnythee lep 
Flo. No; he muſt not. 
| CShep. Let him, my fa, he Halbret wend to grave | 
Ar knowing WF cy ebe © 
Flo. Come, eme, he mult not: 
Mark our contract. 


Fol. _— 29" 4 — — young | 
Whom ſon L. Wrre Ber 3 too bet r 
To be ack wig. + eprer's vein” 


. 
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I'm forry that by hanging thee, I can 
But ſhorten thy lite one week. And thou freſh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force muſt know 
The royal fool thou coap'ſt with 
Shep. Oh my heart! 
Pol. TI 8 thy beauty ſcratch'd with briars, and 
made 
More homely than thy ſtate. For thee, fond boy, 
If I may ever know thou doſt but ſigh 
That thou no more fhalr ſee this knack, as never 
I mean thou fhalt, we'll bar thee from ſucceſhon, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our kin, 
Far thaa Deucalion off: mark thou my words; 
Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this time, 
Tho' full of our diſpleaſure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it: and you, enchantment, 
Worthy enough a herdſman; yea, him too, 
That makes himſelf, but for our honour therein, 
Unworthy thee; if ever, henceforth, thou 
Theſe rural latches to his entrance open, 
Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 
I will deviſe a death as cruel for thee, 
As thou art tender to it. Exit. 
Per. Even here undone: 
I was not much afraid; for once or twice 
I was about to ſpeak, and tell him plainly, 
The ſelf-fame ſun that ſhines upon his court, 
Hides not his viſage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike. Wilt pleaſe you, Sir, be — ? * 
To Flo. 
I told you what would come of this. Beſeech you 
Of your own ſtate take care: this dream of miac 
Being now awake, I'll queen it no ineh farther, 
But milk my ewes, and weep. 
Cam. Why how now, father ? 
Speak e er thou dieſt. 
Shep. I cannot ſpeak, nor think, 
Nor dare to know that which I know. O Sir, [To Flor. 
kl, _ —— =o of fourſcore three, 
t thought to is grave in quiet; 
To 2 the bod a. {> 47d 2 
To lie ddaſe by his honeſt bones; but now 


some havgmen caſt put on my ſou, . 
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Where no prieſt ſhovels in duſt. Oh curſed wrerch ! 
5 [To Peidita. 
That knew'ſt this was the prince, and would'ſt ad ven- 
rure | 
To mingle faich with him. Undone, undone ! 
If I might die within this hour, I have liv'd 
To die when | deſire. [Exis. 
Ho. Why look you ſo upon me? 
I am bur ſorry, not afraid ; delay'd, 
But nothing alrer'd: what I was, am; 
More ſtraining on for plucking back ; not following 
My leaſh unwillingly. 
Cam. Gracious my lord, 
You know your father's temper: at this time 5 
He will allow no ſpeech, which I do gueſs 
You do not purpoleto bim; and as hardly 
Will he endure your ſight, as yet | fear; 
Then, *rill the fury of his highneſs ſettle, 
Come nor tefore him. ; 
Flo. I nor purpoſe it. 
I think Camillo. 
Cam. Even he, my lord. | 
Per. How often have I told you twould be thus? 
How often faid, my dignity wou'd laſt | 
But dill'twere known ? | | 
Flo. It cannor fail, but by | 
The violation of my Faith, and then 
Let nature cruſh the ſides o'th* earth together, 
And mar the ſeeds within. Lift up thy looks! 
From my ſucceſſion wipe me, father, I ; 
Am heir to my. affection. Et 
Cam. Be advise. Wo 3 
Flo. I am. and by my fancy; if my reaſon 
Will thereto be obedient, J have reaſon; 
If not, my ſenſes, better pleas'd with madneſs, 
Do bid it welcome. 
Cam. This is deſperate, Sir. | 
Ae. So call it; but ir does fulfil my vow; 
I needs muſt think” it honeſty. Camillo, | 
Not for Bahemis, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean'd; for all the ſun ſees, or 
The cloſe earth -wombs,: or the profound ſeas hide 
hy a 


* + 
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To this my fair belov'd: therefore; I pray you, 
As you have ever been my father's friend, 
When he ſhal: mifs me, (as in fairh I mean not 
To ſee him any more) caſt your good counſels 
Upon his paſſion; let my felt and fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 
And ſo deliver, I am put to ſea ' 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on ſhore ; 
And moſtgpportune to her need, | have 
A veſſel rides faſt by, but nor prepar d | 
For this deſign. What courſe I mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 
Cam. O my lord, | 
I would your ſpirit were caſter for advice, 
Or ſtronger for your need. 
Flo. Hark, Perdita, 
Pll hear you by and by. 
Cam. He's irremoveable, | 
Reſolv'd for _ now were I happy, if 
His going l could frame to ſerve my turn; 
Save him from danger, do him love and honour, 
Purchaſe the ſight again of dear Sicilia, | 
And that unhappy King, my maſter, whom 
I ſo much thirſt to ſee. ET. 
Flo. Now, good Camille, 
I am ſo fraught with curious buſineſs, that 
I leave out ceremony. | 
Cam: Sir, Ithin 
Vou have heard of my poor ſervices, i'th'loye 
That I have born your father. | 
Flo. Very nobly mn 
Have you deſerv'd:'itis my father's muſick 
To ſpeak yeur deeds, not little of his care 
To have them recompenc'd, as thought on. 
Cam. Well, my lord, - 
If you may 8 to think I love the King, 
And through him, what's neareſt to him, which 
Vour gracious ſelf, embrace but my direction. 
If your more ponderous and ſettled project 
— ſuffer —.— on —— honour, 
point you where you ſhall-have-ſuch receiving | 
As ſhall become your bighncls,- where: you may - + 


Enjoy 


* ”o 4 9 
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Enjoy your miſtreſs; from the whom, 1 ſe 
There's no disjunction to be made, but by 
(As heav'ns forefend) your ruin. Marry her, 
And with my beſt endeavours, in your abſence, 
Your diſconrented father II ſtrive to qualify, 
And bring him up to liking. 

Flo. How, Camille, | 
May this, almoft a miracle, be done? 
That I may call thee ſomething more than man, 
And after that truſt to thee? 

Cam. Have you thought on 

A — whereto you'll go? 

. Not any yet: 
Bur as th' unthoughr-on accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly ds, ſo we profeſs 
Ourſelves to be the ſlaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

_ 2 to me: 1 
This followys, if you will not change your ſe, 
But undergo this flight ; make >; _ 
And there preſent yourſelf, and your fair princeſs 
(For ſo I ſee ſhe muſt be) 'fore Leon#es ; 

She ſhall be habited as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Methinks I fee 
Leantes opening his free arms, and weepi 


His welcomes forth; asks thee, the ſon, forgiveneſs, 


As *twere i'th' father's perſon; kiſſes the hands 
Of your freſh princeſs ; o'er and o'er divides him, 
'Twixt his unkindneſs, and his kindneſs : th'one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 
Faſter than thought or time. 
Ho. Worthy Camillo, 
What colour for my viſitation ſhall I 
Hold up before him? / 
Cam. Sent by the King your father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts, Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, ſhall deliver, 
Things known betwint us three I'l write you down, 
The which ſhall poigt E forth at every fitting, 
What you mult ay, he ſhall not perceive, 
But that you have your father's boſam there, 
And ſpeak his very heart, . 


To al Flo, 
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Flo. I am bound to you: 
There is ſome fap in this. 

Cam. A courſe more promiſi 
Than a wild dedication of your es 
To unpath'd waters, undream'd ſhores; moſt certain, 
To miſeries enough: no hope to help you, 
But as you ſhake off one, to take another: 
Nothing ſo certain as your anchors, who. 
Do their beſt office, it they can but ſtay. you. 
Where you'll be loth to be: befides, you know, 
Proſperity's the very bond of love, 
Whoſe freſh complexion and whoſe heart together 
affliction alters. 

Per. One of theſe is true: 
I think aMiition may fubduc the cheok, 
Bar not take in the mind. 

Cam, Yea, ſay you fo? 
There ſbsll not at your father 's houſe theſe ſeven years, 
Be born anether ſuch. 

Ro. My good Camillo, 
She is as forward of her breeding, as 
She is i'th' rear of our birth. 

Cav. 1 cannot lay, tis phy 
She lacks inſtructiens, for ſhe ſeems = miſe. 
To moſt that teach, 

Per. Your pardon, Sir, for this. 
In biuſh you thanks. b 

Flo. My prettieſt Perdits—— =_ 
But oh, the thorns we ſtand upoa! Camilts, 
Preſerver of my father, now of me ; 
The medicine of our houſt 3 how Gaal we do? 
Ve are not furniſh'd like Bohemia {os, - | 
Nor ſhall appear 24 —— | 

Cam. My lord, A 
Fear none of this: 1 think you. know my fa 
Do all lie there: it ſhall be i my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The feene you play were mine. Far inſtance, Sir, 
"he OT you ſhall get want ; one word. 


I talk aſide; 
1 {By ell aſide, 


An e l « fool 8 
flo. — Toute r 5 
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fold all my crumpery; not a counterfeit ſtone, not 2 
ribbon, glaſs, pomander, browch, table-book, bal- 
lad, knife, tape, glove, fhooe-tye, brace'et, horn- g 
ring to keep my pack from faſtning : they throng who 
ſhould buy fi ſt, as if my trinkets had been hallowed 
and brought a benediQtion to the buyer; by which 
means, 1 ſaw whofe Purſe was beſt in picture; and 
what I ſaw, tomy uſe, Iremember'd. My good 
clown (who wants but fomerhing to be a reaſonable 
man) grew ſo in love with the wenches ſong, that 
he would not ſtir his pettitoes till he had both tune 
and words, which ſo drew the reſt of the herd to me, 
that all their other ſenſes ſtuck incars; you might have 
pinch'd a placket, it was ſenſeleſs, *twas nothing to 
geld a codpiece of à purſe; I Would have filed keys 
off that hung in chains: no * no feeling,” but 
my Sir's ſong, and admiring the nothing of it. So | 
that in. this time of lethargy, I pick'd and cut moſt of 
their feſtival purſes: and had not the old man come in 
with a whoo-bub ps his daughter and the King's 
ſon, and ſcar'd my ehoughs from the chaff, I had not 
left a purſe alive in the whole army. 
Cam. Nay; but my letters by this means being there, 
ſo ſoon as you arrives! ſhall elear that doubt. 
Flor. And thoſe that you procure from King 1 
onte— 0 nere 
Cam. Shall ſatisfie your father. nech wy Md lp, 
Per. Hap y be you: w—_—_ : W 210 NN 94 
All that you ſhewys fair. ny ade 119 
Cam. Who have we here ; eee 1229 
We'll make an inftrument of cis mY 560 
Nothing may give us zac * | 
Aut. If they —— . 0 be 
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Cam. How now, good fellow, 1 e 
Whyſtak'ſt thou fo? fear not, Wan, ide Yo ona ar 
Here's no harm intended to thee: 171 44 


Aut. I am a poor fellow, Sir.. * | 
Cam. Why, be ſo ſtill: here's no body wil eadrhat” 5 
from thee ; yet for the outfide of thy4 poverty, we. an 
muſt male an exchange: therefore diſcaſe th thee 2 ceſ 
ly, (thou muſt think there's a neceſſity in't) and chan to 
gar ments with this gentleman : tho the —— 
on hit fide be the work,” yet bold thee, there's. 1 2 


. 
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Aut. I am a poor fellow, Sir; I know ye well 
enough, HY | 
Cam. Nay, pr'ythee diſpatch: the gentleman is halt 
flea'd already. 

Aut. Are you in earneſt, Sir? I ſmell the trick on't. 

Flo. Diſpatch, I pr'ythee. | 


Aut. Indced I have had earneſt, but I cannot wick. 


conſcience take it. 
Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate miltreſs, (let my prophecy 
Come home te ye,) you mutt retire your felt 
Into ſome covert; take your ſweet- heart's hat 
And pluck it o'er your brows, muffle your face, 
Diſmantle you, and as you can, diſliken 
The truth of your own ſceming, that you may 
(For I do fear eyes over you) to ſhip-board 
Get undeſcry'd. 
Per. I ſee the play ſo lies 
That I muſt bear a part. 
am. No remedy 
Have you done there? 1 
Flo. Should I now meet my father, 
He would not call me Son. i 
Cam. Nay, you ſhall have no hat : 
Come lady, come: farewel my friend, 
Aut. Adieu, Sir. 
Flo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot ? 
Pray you a word. 
Cam. What I do next, ſhall be to tell the King 


Of this eſcape, and whither they are bound : 
Wherein my hope is, I ſhall ſo prevail 
To force him after; in whoſe company 
I ſhall review Sicilia; for whole ſight 
I havea woman's longing. 
Flo. Fortune ſpeed us, 
Thus we ſet on, Camillo, to th' ſea fide. [ Ex. Flor. & Per. 
Cam. The ſwifter ſpeed, the better. Exit. 
Aut. I underſtand the buſineſs, I hear it: to have 
an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is ne- 
ceſſary for a cut - purſe; a good noſe is requiſite alſo, 
to ſmell out work for th' other ſenſes, 1 fee this is 
the time that the unjuſt man doth thrive, What an 
ex · 
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exchange had this been, without boot? what a boot is 
here, with this exchange? ſure the gods do this year 
cannive at us, and we may do any thing extempore. 
The prince himſelf is about a piece of iniquity, ſteal- 
ing away from his father, with his cleg at his heels. 
If I thought it were a piece of honeſty to acquaint 
the King withal, I would not do't : 1 hold it the more 
knavery to conceal it; and therein am I conſtant to my 


profeſſion. 

Enter Clown and Shepherd. 

Afide, afide, here's more matrer for a hot brain; every 
lane's end, every ſhop, church, ſeſſion, hanging, yields a 
careful man work. 

Cle. See, ſee; what a man you are now, there is no 
other way, but to tell the King ſhe's a changeling ,and 
none of your fleſh and blood. 

Shep. Nay, but hear me. 

Clo. Nay, but hear me. 

Shep. Go to then. 

Clo. She being none of your fleſh and blood, your fleſh 
and blood has not offended the King, and ſo your fleſh 
and blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. Shew thoſe 
things you found about her, thoſe ſecret things, all bue 
what ſhe has with her; this being done; let the law go 
whiſtle ; I warrant you. 

Shep. I will teil the King all, every word, yea, and his 
fon's pranks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt man 
neither ro his father, nor to me, to go about to make 
me the King's brother-in-law. edt br 

Clo. Indeed brother-in-law was the fartheſt offi you 
could have been to him, and then your blood had 
been the dearer by I know how much an ounce. 

Aut. Very wiſely, puppies. (Aſide. 

Sbep. Well; let us to the King; there is that in this 
farthel will make him ſcratch his beard. | 

Aut. 1 know not what impedimeat this complaint 
may be to the flight ot my maſter. 

Clo. *Pray hearcily he be ar the palace. 

Aut. Tho' I am not naturally honeft, I am ſo ſome- 
times by chance: let me pocket up my pedler's excrement. 
How vow, ruſtſques, whither are you bound? 

Shep. Te th' palace, and it like your worſhip. 


Aut. 
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Ant: Your affairs there, what, with whom, the cen- 
dition of that farthel, the place of your dwelling, your 
names, your age, of what having, breeding, and any 
thing that is fitting for to be known, diſcover. 

Clo. We are but plain fellows, Sir, 

Aut, A lye; you are rough and hairy; let me have 
no lying; it becomes none but tradeſmen, and they often 
give us joldiers the lye, but we pay them for it with 
ſtamped coin, not ſtabbing ſteel, — do not 
give us the lye. 

Clo. Your worſhip had like to have given us one, if you 
had not taken your ſelf with the manner, 

Shep. Are you a courtier, and like you, Sir ? 

Aut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a counties 
Secſt thou not the air of the court in theſe enfoldings? 
hath not my gait in it the meaſure of the court? re- 
ceives not thy noſe court-odour from me? reflect I 
not on thy baſeneſs, court - ontempt? think'ſt thou, for 
that I infinuate, or toze from thee thy buſineſs, I am 
therefore no courtier? I am courtier Cap-a-fe; and 
one that will either puſh on, or puſh back thy buſi- 
neſe there, whereuponl command thee to open thy affair. 

Shep. My bulineſs, Sir, is ro the King. 

Aat. What advocate haſt thou to him? 

Shep. I know nor, and't like you. 

Clos. Advocate's the court-word for a pheaſant ; ſay 
you have none. 

Sep. None, Sir; I have no pheaſant cock, nor hen. 

Aut. Hoe ble(s'd are we, that are not ſimple men! 

Yer nature might have made me as theſe are, 
Therefore I will not diſdain. | 

Clos. This cannot be but a great courtier. | 

Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears them not 
bandſomly. 

Clo. He ſeems to be the more noble in being fantaſti- 
cal; a great man, III warrant ; I know by the picking 
on's teeth. 

Aut. The farthel there; what's i'th' farthel? 
Wherefore that box? | 

Shep. Sir, there lies ſuch ſecrers in this fart hel and 
box, which none muſt know bur the King, and which he 
ſhall know within this hour, if I may come to th' ſpeech 
of him, Aut. 


| 
| 
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Aut. Age, thou haſt loſt thy labour. 

Shep. Why Sir ? | 
Aut. The King is not at the palace, he is gone aboard 


a new ſhip, to purge melancholy and air himſelf; for if 


thou be'ſt capable of things ſerious, thou muſt know the 
King is full of grief. . 
Shep. So tis ſaid, Sir, about his ſon that ſhould have 
married a ſhepherd's daughter. | 
Aut. If that ſhepherd be not in hand-faft, let him fly; 


the curſes he ſhall have, the tortures he ſhall feel will 


break the back of man, the heart of monſter. 
Clo. Think you fo, Sir? 


Aut. Not he alone ſhal) ſuffer what wit can make 


heavy, and venyeance bitter; but thoſe that are ger- 
main to him, tho' remov'd fifty times, hall ali come 
under the hangman; which, tho' it be great pity, yet 
it is neceſſary. An old ſheep-whiſt'ing rogue, a 
ram-tender, to offer to have his daughter come into 
ge! ſome ſay he ſhall be ſton'd; but that death is too 
oft for him, ſay I: draw our throne into a ſheep- coat 
all deaths are too few, the ſharpeſt roo eaſy. 
. Clo. Has the old man cer a fon, Sir; do you hear, 
and't like you, Sir ? | 
Aut. He has a fon, who ſhall be flay'd alive, then 
*nointed over with honey, ſet on the head of a waſp's 
neſt, then ſtand till he be three quarters and a dram 
dead; then recover'd again with Aqua vita, or ſome 
other hot infuſion; then, raw as he is, (and in the 
hotteſt day prognoſtication proclaims) fall: he be 
ſer againſt a brick-wall, the ſun looking with a ſouth- 
ward eye upon him, where he is to behold him, 
with flies blown to death. But what talk we of theſe 
traitorly-raſcals, whoſe miſeries are to be ſmi d ar, 
their offences being ſo capital? Tell me, (for you 
ſoem to be honeſt plain men) what you have to the 
King; being fomething gently confider'd, I'II bring 
you wheie he is aboard, tender your perſons to his 
reſence, whiſper him in your behalf; and if it be in man, 
lides the King, to effect your ſuits, hete is a man 
ſpall do it. f L 


Clo. He ſeems to be of great authority; cloſe with 


him, give him gold; and though authority be a mY 
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born bear, yet he is oft led by the noſe with gold: ſhew 
the inſide of your purſe to the outſide of his hand, and no 
more ado, Remember ſton'd and flay'd alive. 

Shep. And't pleaſe you, Sir, to undertake the buſi · 
neſs for us, here is that gold I have; I'll make it as 
much more, and leave this young man in pawn till I 
bring it you. | 

Aut. After I have done what I promiſed ? | 

Clo. Ay, Sir. Fd 

Aut. You'll give me the moiety. Are you a party in 
this buſineſs ? 

Clo. In ſome fort, Sir; but tho' my caſe be a pitiful 
one, I hope I ſhall not be flay'd our of it. 

Aut. Oh that's the caſe of the ſhepherd's ſon; hang 
him, he'll be made an example. | 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort; we muſt to the King 
and ſhew our ſtrange ſights; he muſt know 'tisnone of 
your daughter nor my filter, we are gone elſe. Sir, I will 
give you as much as this old man does, when the buſineſs 
is perform'd, and remain, as he ſays, your pawn till it be 


brought you. 


Aut. 1 will truſt you, walk before toward the ſea- 
fide, go on the right hand, I will but look upon the 
hedge, and follow you. | 

Clo. We are bleſsd in this man, as I may fay even 


bleſs'd. | 5 
Shep. Ler's before, as he bids us; he was provided to 
do us good. [ Exeunt Shep. and Clown. 


Aut. If I had a mind to be honeſt, I ſee Fortune 
would not ſuffer me; ſhe drops booties in my mouth, 
| am courred now with a double occaſion: gold, and 
2 means to do the prince my maſter good; which, 
who knows bow that may turn back to my advance: 
ment? I will bring theſe two moles, theſe blind ones, 
aboard him ; if he think it fit to ſhoar them again, 
and that the complaint they have to the King concerns 
bim nothing, let him call me rogue, for being ſo far 
officious, for I am proof againſt that title, and what ſhame 
elſe belongs to't: to him will I preſent them, there may 
de matter in it. rh; {Apes 
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SCENE Changes to Sicilia. W 
Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulin, and Servant. 
CLEOMINES. 


Ir, you have done enough, and have perform'd 

8 A ſaint - like forrow ; no fault could you make, 

kich you have not redcem'd; indeed paid down 
More penitence, than done treſpaſs. At the laſt 
Do as the heavens have done, forget yaur evil; 
With them forgive your ſelf. 

Leo: Whilſt I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemiſhes in them, and ſo ſtill think of 
The wrong I did my ſelf; which was fo much 
That heir. ef. it hark made my kingdom, and 
Deſtroy'd the ſweet'ſt companion that e er man 
Bred his hopes our of, true. 

Pau. Too true, ry lord, 
H one by one you wedded all the world, 
Or from them all that are took ſomething good, 


To make a perfect woman; ſhe you kill'd 


Would be unparallel'd. 

-Leo. I think ſo. Kill'd ? 
She I kill'd? I did fo, hut thou ſtrik'ſt me 
e. ſay 1 did; it is as bitter * 

on thy tongue, as in my thought. w, now, 
827 fo but ſeldom. n * 

Cleo. Not at all, good lady; | 
You might have ſpoke a thouſand things that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindneſs better, 997580 

Fax. You are one of thoſe 
Would have him wed again. 
Dio. If you would nor fo, 
You pity not the ſtate, nor the remembrance 
Gf his moft ſovereign name; conſider little, 
What dangers (by his _—_— fail of iſſue) 


—1 upon his om, and devour 


in lookers on. What were more holy, 


OW, 
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Than to rejoice the former Queen is well? 


What holier, than for royalty's repair, 
For preſent comfort, and for future good, 
To bleſs the bed of majeſty again 
With a ſweet fellow to't? 

Pau. There is none worthy, 
(ReſpeRing her that's gone;) beſides, the Gods 
Will have fulfilld their ſecret purpoſes: 
For has not the divine Apollo ſaid, 
Is't not the tenor of his oracle, 
That King Leontes ſhall not have an heir, 
Till his loſt child be found? which, that it ſhall, 
Is all as monſtrous to our human reaſon, 
As my Antigonus to break his grave, 
And come again to me; who, on my life, | 
Did periſh with the infant. Tis your counſel, 
My lord ſhould to the heav*ns be contrary, 
Oppoſe againſt their wills. Care not for iſſue, 
The crown will find an heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to th worthieſt ; ſo his ſucceſſor 
Was like to be the beſt, 

Leo. Good Paulina, 
Who haſt the memory of Hermioue 
I know in honour : O, that ever I 
Had ſquar'd me to thy counſel; then, even now 
I might have look'd upon my Queen's full eyes, 
Have taken treaſure from her lips! 

Pau. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 

Leo. Thou ſpeak'ſt truth: 
No more ſuch wives, therefore no wife ; one worſe 
And better us'd would make her fainted ſpirit 
Again poſſeſs her corps, and on this age, 
(Where we offenders now appear) ſoul-yext, 
And begin, why ro me? 

Pau. Had ſhe ſuch power, 
She had juſt cauſe. | 

Leo. She had, and would incenſe me 
To murther her I married. 

Pas. I ſhould fo: data 
Were I the ghoſt that walk d, I'd. bid. you mark 
Her eye, and tell me far what dull part in't 


Lou choſe her; then I'd ſhriek, that even your ears 
Should 


— — 
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Shou'd rift to hear me, and the words that follow'd 
Should be, Remember mine. x 
Leo. Stars, ſtars, | | 
And all eyes elſe, dead coals : fear thou no wife: 
Il have no wife, Paulina. 
Pau. Will you ſwear | 
Never to marry, but by my free leave? 
Leo. Never, Paulina, ſo be bleſs'd my ſpirit. 
Pax, Then, good my lords, bear witneſs to his oath. 
Cleo. You tempt him over-much. | 
Pas.. Unleſs another, | 
As like Hermione as is her picture, 
Affront his eye. 
Cleo. Good madam, pray have done. 
Pau. Vet, if my lord will marry; if you will, Sir; 
No remedy, but you will; give me the office 
To chuſe you a Queen; ſhe ſhall not be ſo young 
As was your former; but ſhe ſha!l be ſuch, | 
As, walk'd your firſt Queen's ghoſt, it ſhould take joy 
To ſee her in your arms. | | 
Leo. My true Paulina, 
We ſhall not marry, till thou bid'ſt us. 


Pau. That 
Shall be, when your firſt Queen's again in breath: 
Never till then. Enter a Servant. 


Ser. One that gives himſelf out prince Florize!/, 
Son of Polixenes, with his Princeſs (ſhe _ 
The faireſt I have yet beheld) defires acceſs 
To your high preſence. 4 | 
Leo. What with him? he comes not 
Like to his father's greatneſs ; his approach 
So out of circumſtance and ſudden, tells us 
Tis not a viſitation framed, fore'd 
By need and*accident. © What train? 
Ser, But few, * 
And thoſe but mean. a 
Leo. His princeſs, ſay you, with him? 
Sir. Yes; the moſt peerleſs piece of earth, I think, 
That e'er the ſun ſhone bright on. 1 
Pa. Oh Her mione, * ö * Y 
As ever) preſent time'dorh boaſt ir felf 
Aboye g betrer, gone; ſo muſt thy grave 
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Give way to what's ſeen now. Sir, you your ſelf 
Have faid, and writ ſo; but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme; ſhe had not been, 
Nor was ſhe to be equall'd ; thus your verſe 
Flow'd with her beauty once, tis ſhrew34ly ebb'd, 
To ſay you've ſeen a better. 
Ser. Pardon, Madam; ; 
The one I have almoſt forgot, (your pardon) ' | 
The ether, when ſhe has obtain'd your eye, 
Will have your tougue too. This is a creature, 
Would ſhe begin a ſe&, might quench the zeal 
Of all profeſſors elſe, make proſelytes 
Of who ſhe bur bid follow. 
Pau, How! not women? 
| Ser. Women will love her, that ſhe is a woman 
More worth than any man: men, that ſhe is 
The rareſt of all women, © + ; | 
Leo. Go, Cleomine,; 
Your ſelf (aſſiſted with your honour'd friends) 
Bring them to our embracement. Still cis ſtrange - 
He thus ſhould ſteal upon us. [Exit Cleo. 
Pau. Had our Prince | 
(Jewel of children) ſeen this hour, he had pair'd 
ell with this lord; there was not a full month 
Between their births. 2182 | 
Leo. Pr'ythee no more; ceaſe ; thou knowꝰſt 
Ne dies to me again, when talk'd of: ſure 
When I ſhall ſee this gentleman, thy peeches 
Will bring me to confider that which may 
Unfurniſh me of Reaſon. They are come. 
Enter Florizel, Perdita, ' Cleomines, and others. 
Your: Mother was möſt true to wediock, prince 
For ſhe did print your royal father oft. 
Conceiving you. Were Þ but twenty one, 
Your father's image is ſo hit in you, ; 
His very air, that I ſhou!d call you brother, * 
As I did him, and ipeak of ſomething wildly * 
By us perform'd before. Moſt dearly welcome 
And your fair princeſs: Goddeſs, oh! alis! = 
I loſt a couple, that *twixr heav'n ard earth 
. Might thus have flood, begetting wonder, s 
You gracious couple do; and then I loſt | 
(All mine Own folly) the ſuciety, 
Amity roo of your brave father, whom 
| D 
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(Tho' bearing miſery) I deſire my life 
Once more to look on him. | 

Pls. By his command 
Have I here touch'd Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a King, as friend 
Can ſend his brother; and but inficmity, | | 
Which waits upon worn times, hath ſomething ſeiz'd 
His wifh'd ability, he had him ſelf 24. 
The lands and waters *rwixt your throne and his 
Meaſur's, to look upon you, whom he loves, 

He bad me ſay ſo, more than all the ſcepters, 
And thoſe that bear them living. 

Leo. Oh my brother ! | 
Good gentleman, the wrongs I have done thee ſtir 
Aﬀrcſh withia me; and theſe thy. offices, 
So rarely kind, are as Interpreters 
Of my behind-hand flackneſs. Welcome hither, 
As is the ſpring to th' earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon toth' fearful uſage | 
(At leaſt ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a man, not worth her pains; much leſs 
Th' adventure of her perſon ? 

Flo. Good my lord, 
She came from Libya. 

Leo. Where the warlike Smalus, 

That noble honour'd lord, is fear'd and lov'd ? 

Flo. Moſt royal Sir, 

From thence; from him, whoſe daughter 

His tears proclaim'd his parting with her; thence 
(A proſperous ſouth- wind friendly) we have croſs d, 
To execute the charge my father gave me, 

For viſiting your highneſs; my beſt train 

I have from your Sicilian ſhores diſmiſs'd, 

Who for Bohemia bend, to ſigniſie 

Not only my Succels in Libya, Sir, 

But my arrival, and my wite's, in ſafety 

Here, where we are. 

Leo. The bleſſed Gods | 
Purge all infection from our air, whilſt you 
Do climate here; you have a holy father, 

A graceful gentleman, againſt whoſe perſon, 

So ſacred as it is, I have done fin; 

For which the heavens, taking angry note, 

Have left me iſſueleſs; and your father's bleſi d, p 
\ by 
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As he from heaven merits it, with you, 
Worthy his goodneſs. What might I have been, 
Might I a ſon and daughter now have look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you? 
Exter 4 Lord. 
Lord. Moſt noble Sir, 
That which I ſhall report will bear no credit, 
Were not the proof ſo nigh. Pleaſe you, great Sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himſelf, by me; 
Deſires you to attach his ſon, who has 
His digaity and duty both caſt off, 
Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A ſhepherd's daughter. 
Leo. Where's Bohemia ! ſpeak. 
Lord. Here in your city 5 | now came from him. 
I ſpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My marvel, and my meſlage : to your court 
Whilſt he was haſting, in the chaſe, it ſeems, 
Of this fair couple, meets he on the way 
The father of this ſeeming lady, and | 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young prince. 
Flo. Camillo has betray'd me, | 
Whoſe honour and whoſe honeſty till nos 
Endur'd all weathers.. 
Lord. Lay't ſo to his charge; 
He's with the King your father. 
Leo. Who? Camillo? | 
Lord. Camillo, Sir, I ſpake with him, who now 
Has theſe poor men in queſtion. Never ſaw 1 
' Wretches ſo quake; they kneel, they kiſs the earth; 
Forſwear themſelves as often as they ſpeak: | 
Bohemia ſtops his cars, and threatens them 
With divers deaths, in death. 
Per. Oh my poor father, 
The heav'n which ſets ſpies on us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 
Les. You are marry'd ? 
No. We are not, Sir, nor are we like to be; 
The ſtars, I ſee, will kiſs the valleys firſt; 
The odds for high and-low's alike. 
Leo. My Lord, 
Is this the daughter of a K ing? 
Flo. She is, 
When once ſheis my wife. Leo 
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Leo. That once, 1 ſee, by ydur good father's ſpeed, - | 

Will-come on very ſlowly. I am ſorry, | 

Moſt ſorry you have broken from his liking ; 

Where you were ty'd in duty; and as ſorry 

Your choice is not ſo rich an worth as beauty, 

That you might well enjoy her. boy 
Flo, Dear, lookup; ' © 1 14 

Though Fortune, viſible an enemy, ,, 

Should chaſe us, with my father; power no jot 

Hath ſhe to change our loves. Beſeech yau, Sir, 

Remember ſince you ow'd no more to time 

Than 1 do now; with thought of ſuch affections, 

Step forth mine advocate; at your requeſt, . 

My father will grant precious things as trifles. 
Leo. Would he do ſo, I'd beg your precious miſtreſs, 

Which he counts but a trifle. | 3 ! 
Pau. Sir, my liege, els 2G? 

Your eye hath too much youth in't; not a month 

Fore your Queen dy'd ſhe was more. worth ſuch gazes 

Than what you look'd on now. 
Leo. I thought of her, 0 * 

Even in theſe looks I made. But your petition 

Is yet unanſwer d; I will to your father; 

Your honoũr not o'crthrown by: your deſires 

I'm friend to them and you; upon vrhich errand- 


] now go toward him. thetefote follow me. 
And mark what way l make: come, good my lord. 
| | [ Exennt, 


Enter Autolicus, and a, Gentleman. 
Aut. Beſrech you, Sir, were you preſent at this relation? 
1 Gent. [ was by at the opening of the ſardel, heard 
the old ſhepherd deliver the manner how be. found 
it; whereupon, after a litile amamedutſs, we were all 
commanded out of the Chamber; only this, me- thought, 
I heard the ſhepherd ſay, he found the child. 

Aut. I would moſt gladly-know the iſſue of it. 

1 Gent. I make a broken delivery of the buſineſs; 
but the changes I perceived in the King and Camillo, 
were very notes of admiration; they ſeemid almoſt, 
with ſtaring on one another, to tear the caſes of their 
eyes. There was ſpeech in their dumbneſs, language 
in their very geſture; they look'd as, if they had heard 
of a world ranſom'd, or one deſtroy d; a notable 
paſſion of wonder appear'd in them ; but the wiſeſt 
beholder, that knew no more but ſeeing, could not 
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fay if th' importance were joy or ſorrow; but in the 
extremity of the one, it muſt needs be. 
| Enter another Gentleman. Pn” 
Here comes a gentleman that happily knows: more: 
the news, Rogers. | : 
2 Gem. Nothing but bonfires : the oracle is ful- 
fill'd ; the King's daughter is found; ſuch a deal of 
wonder is broken out within this hour, that ballad- 
makers cannot be able to expreſs it. 
Enter another Gentleman, 
Here comes the lady Paulina's ſteward, he can deli- 
ver you more. How goes it now, Sir? this news 
which is call'd true, is ſo like an old tale, that the ve- 
rity of it is in ſtrong ſuſpicion; has the King found 
bis heir ? 
3 Gent, Moſt true, if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumſtance: that which you hear, you'll ſwear you 


ſee, there is ſuch unity in the proofs. The mantle of 
Queen Hermione; her jewel about the neck of it; the 


letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know 


to be his character; the majeſty of the creature, in 


reſemblarice of the mother; the affection of noble- 
neſs, which nature ſhews above her breeding; and 
many other evidences proclaim her with all certainty- 
to be the King's daughter. Did you ſee the meeting 
of the two Kings? 

2 Gent, No. 

3 Gent. Then have you loſt a ſight which was to be 
ſeen, cannot be ſpoken of. There might you have be- 
held one joy crown another, ſo and in ſuch manner, 
that it ſeem'd ſorrow wept to take leave of them, 
tor their joy waded in tears. There was caſting up 
of eyes, holding up of hands, with countenance af- 
ſuch diſtraction, that they were ro be known by gar- 


ment, not by favour. Our King being ready to leap 


out of himſelf, for 2 his found daughter, as it 
that joy were now become a loſs, cries, Oh, thy mo- 


ther, thy. mother ! then isks Bohemia forgiveneſs ; chen 


5100 his ſon-in-law. then again worries he his 
daughter, with clipping her. Now he thanks the old 
ſhepherd, who ſtands by, like: a weather-beaten con- 
duit of many Kings reigns. I n ver heard of ſuch an- 
a er dete 1 hos report to follow it, 
404 padoes deter hagen de, f. 
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2 Gent. What pray you became ef Antigonus, that 
carry'd hence the child? 

3 Gene. Like an old tale ſtill, which will have mat- 
ters to rehearſe, . tho' credit be aſleep, and not an ear 
open; he was torn to pieces with a bear; this avouches 
the ſnepheid's ſon, who has not only his innocence, 
which ſeems much to juſtifie him, but a handkec- 
chief and rings ot his, that Paulina knows. ee 

1 Gent. What became of his bark, and his followers ? 

3 Gent. Wrack: the ſame inſtant. of their maſter's 
death, and in the view of the ſhepherd; ſo that all 
the inſtruments which aided to expoſe the child, were 
even then loſt, when it was found. But oh the noble 
combat, that 'rwixt joy and ſorrow was fought in 
Paulina: She had one eye declin'd for the loſs of her 
husbanJ; another elevated that the oracle was fulfill'd. 


She lifred the Princeſs from the earth, and fo locks. 


her in embracing, as if ſhe would pin her to her heart, 
that ſhe might no more be in danger of loſing. 
1 Gent. The dignity of this act was worth the au- 
d ience of Kings and Princes, for by ſuch was it acted. 
3 Gent. One of the prettieſt touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine eyes, caught the water, though 
not the fiſh, was, when at the relation of the Queen's 
death, with the manner how ſhe came to it, .brave!y 
confefs'd, and lamented by the King, how attentive- 
neſs wounded his daughter, till, from one ſiga of do- 
lour to another, ſhe. did, with an alas, I would fain 
fay, blecd rears;. for Iam fure, my heart wept blood. 
Who was molt marble there changed colour; ſome 
ſwooned, all ſorrowed; if all the world could have 
ſeen't, the woe had been univer ſal. 

1 Gent. Ate they returned to the court ? 

3 Gent. No, The princeſs hearing of her mother's 
ſtatue, which is in the keeping of Paulina, a piece 
many years in doing, and now newly per form'd by 
that rare Italian maſter, Fulio'Remano; who, had he 
himſelf eternity, and eguld pur breath into his work, 
would bezuile nature of her cuſtom, fo perfectly de is 
| her ape. Ile ſo neat 16 Hermioze hath done Het miont, 
that they y one would; ſpeak to ber, and ſtand ih 
hope of anſwer. Thither with all greedineſs of af- 
fection are they gone, and there they intend to ſup. 
2 Gene, 1 thought ſhe had ſome great matter there 
end, for ſhe bath prjyate'y twice er thrice" 1-day, 
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ever ſince the death of Hermione, viſited that removed 
houſe. Shall we thither, and with our company piece 
the rejoycing ? | Wa 3 

1 Gent. Who would be thence, that has the benefit 
of acceſs? every wink of an eye, ſome new grace will 
be born; our abſence makes us unthrifty to our 
knowledge. Let's along. I Exeunt. 

Aut. Now, had not 1 the daſh of my former life 
in me, would preferment drop on my head. I brought 
the old man and his ſon aboard the prince; told Him, 
I heard them talk of a fardel, and I know not what; 


but he at that time, over · fond of the ſhepherd's daugh-- 


ter (ſo be then took her to be) who began to be 
much ſea-fick, and himſelf little better, extremity of 

weather continuing, this myſtery remained undiſcover'd. 
* But 'tis all one to me; for had I been the finder out 
of this ſecrer, it would not have reliſh'd among my 
other diſcredits. 8 

Enter Shepherd and Clown. 

Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my will, 
and already appearing in the bloſſoms of their fortune. 

Shep. Come boy, I am paſt more children; but thy 
ſons and davghters will be all gentlemen born. 

Clo. You are well met, Sir; you denied to fight 
with me this other day, becauſe I was no gentleman 
born: ſee you theſe x (rr ſay you ſre them not, 
and think me ſtill no gentleman born. You were 
beſt ſay theſe robes are not gentlemen born. Give 
me the lye; do, and try whether I am not now a gen- 
tleman born, | 

Aut. 1 know you are now, Sir, a gentleman born, 

Clo. Ay, and have been ſo any time theſe four hours. 

Shep. And ſo have I, boy. pA 

Clo. So you have; bur I was a gentleman bora be- 
fore my father; for the King's ſon took me by the 
hand, 2nd call'd me brother; and then the two Kings 
call'd my father brother; and then the prince my 
brother, and the princeſs my ſiſter call d my father, 


father, and. ſo we wept; and there was the firſt gen- 


tleman- like tears that ever we ſhed. N 
Shep, We may live, ſon, to ſhed many more. 4 
Clo, Ay, or elſe 'twere hard luck, being in fo pre- 

poſterous eſtate as Wee... dels res tp 4 3 att 
Aut. I humbly beſeech you, Sir, to pardon me all 

the faults I haye committed to your worſhip, and to 


+ 


— 
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give me your good report to the prince, my maſter. 
| 8¹ Shep. *Pry'thee fon do; for we muſt be * now 


we are gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Ant. Ay, and it like your good worſhip. 

Clo. Give me thy hand ; I will ſwear to the 
thou arr as honeſt a true fellow as any is in 
Shep. You may ſay it, but not ſwear it. 

Clo, Not ſwear it, now I am a gentleman ? let boors 
and franklins fay it, I'll ſwear it. | 

Shep. How if it be falſe, ſon ? | 
Cle. If it be neer fo falſe, a true gentleman may 

wear it in the behalf of his friend: and I'll wear to 

the Prince, thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and 
that thou wilt not be drunk; but I know thou art no 
tall fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk; 
but I' ſwear it, and I would thou would'ſt be a tall 
fellow of thy hands. 

Aut. I will prove ſo, Sir, ro my power. A 

Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow ;. if I. do 
not wonder how thou dar'ſt venture to be drunk, 
not being a tall fellow, truſt me not. Hark, the 
Kings and the Princes our kindred are going to ſee 
the Queen's picture. Come follow us: we'll be thy 
R Fo [Exennt. 

Paulina's Honſe. | 


Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, 
Paulina, Lords and Attendants. 
Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have, had of thee! | 
Pau. What, fovereign Sir, oth 
I did not well, I meant well; all my ſervices 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchſaf'd,. 
Wirth your. crown'd brother, and theſe your contrated- 
Heirs of your Kingdoms, my poor houſe to viſit, 
It is a ſurplus of your Grace which never 
My life may laſt to anſwer. Fi 
Teo. O Paulina, 


temia: 


* 


x 


We h6nour you with trouble; bat we tame | 


To ſee the ſtatue of out Queen. Your gallery, 


Have we paſs'd through, not without much content, 


n many ſingularities; but we ſaw not 
That which my dougher cajny ro look upon, 
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Pau. As ſhe liv'd peerleſ, 
So her dead likeneſs I do well believe 
Excels whatever yet you look'd upon, 
Or hand of man hath done; therefore I keep ir 
Lovely, apart. But here it is; prepare 
To ſee the life as lively mock d, as ever | 
Still fleep mock'd death; behold, and fay tis well. 
[Paulina draw 4 curtain, and diſcovers Hermione 
i fanding like 4 flat ue. 
I like your filence, it the more 9 off | 
Your wonder; but yet ſpeak, firſt you, my lege. 
Comes it not ſomething near? 

Leo. Her natural poſture! . 

Thide me, dear ſtone, that I may ſay indeed 
Thou art Hermiane ;.or rather, thou art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding ; for ſhe was as tender 

As infancy and grace. But yer, Paulinas. 
Her mione was not ſo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this ſeems. 

Pol. Oh, not by much. 

Pa. 80 much the more our covers excellence, | 
Which lets go by ſome ſixteen: Years, and Ne her 
As ſhe liv'd now. | 

Leo. As now ſhe might have done, „il tte | 

So much to my good comfort, as it ie "214 
Now piercing to my ſoul. Ob, thus ſhe ſtood: ;- | 
Even with ſuch life of majeſty, warm life, 
As now it coldly. ſtands, * — ficſt I woo'd her. 
I am aſhim'd ; does not the ſtone rebuke me, 
For being, more ſtone than it? oh royal piece; 
There's magick in thy majeſty, which has i 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance and. ] 
From thy admiring daughter took the TY 
Standing like ſtone with the. 

Per. And give me leave, 

And do not fay tis ſuperſtition, that 

I kneel, and then implore her bleſſing. Lady, 
Dear Queen, that ended when I bur Fee: 2 
Give me that hand of, yours to kiſs. 

Pau. O, patieace * 
The ſtatue is but pers fix'd the colour $ 
Not dry. 

Cam. My lord, your ſorrow was too ſore laid on. 
Which ſixteen winters cannot blow away, 

So many ſummers dry ſcarce any joy 
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Did ever ſo long live; no ſorrow, 
But kill'd it ſelf much ſooner. 
Pol. Dear my brother, 
Let him that was the cauſe of this, have power 
To take off ſo muc er from os as he 
Will piece up in him 
* Iadeed, my wok * 
If I had thought the ſight my poor image 
Would — 1 vrrought you, for the done i: is mine, 
I'd not have ſhew'd you it. | 
Leo. Do not draw the curtain. 
Pax. No longer ſhall you Ie on t, leſt © you fancy 
May think anon, it move. | 
Leo. Let be, let ben 
Would I were dead, but that bie arendy— 
What was he that did make it:? ſee; my lord, 
Would you not deem it breath'd ; and that thoſe veits 
Did verily bear'blovd # | 
Pol. Maſterly done 
The very life ſeems warm ger e 
Leo. The fixure of her eye ha motion TI 
As we were 'mock'd with art. | 
1 draw Hen. * a 
lord's almoſt fo tranſported, x i Ha 
Hell think anon it lives. 97 


Leo. O ſweet Paulas, 
Make me to think ſo twenty years eden 
No ſettled ſenſes of the world can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſs. Let't alone. 
Pas. I'm ſorry, Sir; I have thus far ftir. vou ber 
I could affli you further.” | 
Leo. Do Paulina; | | 
For this affliction W IP as: PREY 
As any cordial comfort. Still methinks. 
There is an air comes from her. What fine ehinzd 
Could ever yet cut breath? let no man mock me, 
For I will kiſs her. 
Pau. Good my lord forbear; 
The ruddineſs upon her $i + fog oF 
You'll marr it, if you ki 195 ſtain yo | 
With No painting; ſhall I'draw' Ko Meteo wy 
Leo not theſe twenty years. 
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Per. So long could I 
Stand by a looker on. 
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Pau. Either forbear, 
Quit preſently the chappel, or reſolve 4 
For more amazement; if you can behold it, 
Ill make the ſtatue move indeed; deſcend, 
And take you by the hand; but then you'll think, 
Which I proteſt againſt, I am affited 
By wicked powers. 

Leo. What you can make her a 
1 am content to look on; what to ſpeak, 

am content to hear; for tis as eaſie 
To make her ſpeak, as move. 

Pas. It is requir'd 1 
You do awake your faith, then all ſtand till; x 
And thoſe that think it is unlawful buſine ſo i 
I am about, let them depart. TY | 

Les. Proceed ; | | | 
No foot ſhall ſtir. i 

Pan. Muſick ; awake her: firike; [Moſick. 
"Tis time, deſcend ; be ſtone no more; a h, 

Strike all that look upon with marvel. . 

Fil fill your grave up: ſtir, nay come away, 

Bequeath to death your dumbneſs; for from bim 

Dear life redeems you ; you percieve ſhe ftirs, 
[Hermione comes am 

Start net, her actions ſhall be holy, as 

You hear my ſpell is lawful; do not ſhun her, 

Until you ſee her die again, for then 

You kill her double. Nay, preſent your hand; 

When ſhe was young, you woo'd her; now in age, 

Is ſhe become the ſuitor. | 

Leo. Oh ſhe's warm, [Embracing Ber. 
If this be magick, let it be an art vs 
Lawful as cating. 

Pol. She embraces him. 

Cam. She hangs about his rs, 

If ſhe pertain to life, let her ſpeak too. 

Pol. Ay, and make it manifeſt where ſhe has liv'd, 
Or how ſtoPa from the dead? 

Pax. That ſhe is living. 

Where it but told you, ſhould be hooted ar 

Like an old tale; but it appears ſhe lives, 

Tho? yet ſhe ſpeak not. Mark . little while. 
Pleaſe you to interpoſe, fair madain, kneel, 

And pray your mother's bleſſing ; turn good dy, . 
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Our Perdita is found. 
[Preſenting Perdita, who kneels to Heres 
Her. You Gods, look down, | 
And from your ſacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head ; tell me, mine own, 
Where haft thou been preſery'd ? where liv'd? how found 
Thy father's court? for thou ſhalt hear, that l, | 
Knowing by Paulina that the oracle 
Gave hope thou waſt in being, have proſery 'd 
My ſelf, to ſee the iſſue. + 28 
Pau. There's time enough for that; 
Leſt they deſire, upon this puſh, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go together 
You precious winners all, your exultation To 
Partake to every one; I, an old turtle 
Will wing me to ſome wither d bough, and there | 
My mate, that's never to be found | again, | 
Lament till I am loſt. os > dnt es 
Leo. O peace, Paulina! | SET 
Thou ſhould'ſt a husband take by my — 
As I by thine a wife. This is a match, 
And made between' s by vows. Thou haſt found mine, 
But how, is to be queſtion d; for I law her 11 
As. I thought, dead; and have, i in vain, ſaid many 
A prayer upon her graye. Il not ſeek far | 
(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable husband. Come, Camillo, 
And take her by the hand; whoſe worth and honey 


Is richly noted; and here juſtified 

By us, 2 of Kings. 4 > SOT place. 
What ? look upon my brother: both, yeur e ö 
That er I put between your holy, looks of me 
My ill ſuſpicion: this your ſon-in-law, .. | 

And ſon unto the King, — whom heav'ns d. rating, 
Is troth-plight to your daughter. God Paulina, 
Lead us from hence, where we may leijurely 

Each one demand, and — tia to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gap of time, lince fiſt. 
We were d: Lever d. Haſtily Tad d 8A Ewe omnes 
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Philip, Xing of France, 
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Chatilion, Ambaſſador from France to King John. 
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Enter 8 John. Queen Elinor. Pembroke, Eſſex, and 
Salisbury, and Chatilion. 


King John. . 2 OW fay, Chatilion, what 
I RR Ez would France with us ? 


Chat, Thus, after 


ky IT — 
1 _ 7 — 0 , 
© [N 4 ing, ſpeaks the King of 
: DIG i 75 WY France, 
: = in my Behaviour to che 
8 Majeſty, 


The borrowed Majeſty of England kate. 

Eli. A ftrange beginning ; borrow'd Majeſty ! 

K. Jobn. Silence, good mother, hear the embaſſie. 
| Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf | 
: Of thy deceaſed brother Gefrey's Son, 

Arthur Plantagenet, lays lawful claim 
To this fair Iſland, and the terretories : 
4 To Ireland, Poitiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine: 
Deſiring thee to lay aſide the Sword - 
Which ſways uſurpingly theſe ſeveral titles, 
And put the fame into young Arthur's hand, 
Thy nephew, and right royal Soveraign. 

K. Fohn. What follows, if we diſallow of this? 

Chat. The proud controul of fierce and bloody war, 
E T*inforce theſe rights ſo forcibly with-held, 

A2 K. Tots 
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K. FR have we war for war, and blood for | 

Controulment for r ſo anſwer France. 
Chat. Then take my King's defiance from my . 

The fartheſt limits of my embaſſie. | 
K. John. Bear mine to him, and ſo depart in peace. 

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France, 

For ere thou can'ſt report, I will be there, 

'The thunder of my cannon ſhall be heard. 

So hence ! be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 

And ſullen preſage of your own decay. 

An honourable Conduct let him have, 

Pembroke look to't ; farewel Chatilion. 

— [Exit Chat, and Pem, 
Eli. What now, my ſon, have ] not ever faid, 

How that ambitious Conſtance would not ceaſe 

Till ſhe had kindled France and all the world, 

Upon the right and party of her ſon ? 

This might have been prevented, and made whole 

Withvery eaſy arguments of love ; 

Which now the manage of two kingdoms muſt 

With fearful, bloody iſſue, arbitrate. 

K. Fohn. Our ſtrong poſſeſſion and our right for us. 

Eli. Vour ſtrong poſſeſſion much more than your right, 

Or elſe it muſt go wrong with you and me; 

So much my Conſcience whiſpers in your ear. 

Which none but Heav'n, and you, and I ſhall hear. 
Effex. My Liege, here is the ſtrangeſt controverſy. 

Come from the Country to be judg'd by you, 

That e'er I heard; ſhall I produce the Men? 
K. Jobn. Let them approach. 

Our abbjes and our priories ſhall pay 

This expedition's charge — What men are you? 


Enter Robert Faulconbridge and the Baſtard, 


Baſt. Your faithful Subject, I, a gentleman, 
Born in Northamptonſhire, and eldeſt Son, 
As I ſuppoſe, to Robert Faulconbridge, 
A ſoldier, by the honour-given hand 
Of Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field. 
K. Jobn. What art thou > , 
Robert. The ſon and heir to that ſaid W 
oy | K. John. 
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K. Jobn. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir? 
You came not of one mother then it ſeems ? 
Baſt. Moſt certain of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well known, and as I think one Father: 
But for the certain Knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o'er to heav'n, and to my mother; 
Of that I doubt, as all men's children may. | 
Eli. Out on thee, rude man, thou doſt ſhame thy 
mother. 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 
Baſt. I, madam ? no, I havo no reaſon for it? 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine, 
The which if he can prove, he pops me out 
At leaſt from fair five hundred pound a year; 
Heav'n guard my mother's honour and my land. 
K. Jobn. A good blunt fellow: why, being younger born, 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance? 
_ Baſt. I know not why, except to get the land; 
But once he flander'd me with baſtardy : | 
But whether I be true begot or no, 
That ftill I lay upon my mother's head; 
But that I am as well begot, my Liege, 
(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me) 
Compare our faces, and be judge your (elf, 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 
And were our father, and this ſon like him; 
O old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 
I give heav'n thanks I was not like to thee. 
K. Jobn. Why what a mad-cap hath heav'n lent us here? 
Eli. He hath a trick of Coeur-de-/icn's face, 
The accent of his tongue aff:Qeth him: 
Do you not read-ſome tokens of my fon 
In the large compoſition of this man ? | 
K. Jahn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard; firrah, ſpeak, 
What doth move you to claim your brothers land. 
Baſt. Becauſe he hath a half-face like my father, 
With half that face would he have all my land, 
A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound a year. 
Rob. My gracious Liege, when that my father liv'd, 
' Your brother did imploy my father much — 
Baft. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my land. 
A 3 You 
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Your tale muſt be how he imploy'd my mother. 
Rob. And once diſpatch d him in an embaſſie 

To Germany ; there with, the Emperor 


To treat of high affairs touching that time : 
The advantage of his abſence took the King, 


And in the mean time ſojourn'd at my father's ; 


Where, how he did prevail, I ſhame to ſpeak : 
But truth is truth; large lengths of ſeas and ſhores 
Between my father and my motherlay, | 
(As J have heard my father ſpeak himſelf ) 
When this ſame luſty gentleman was got. 


Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd 


His lands to me, and took it on his death 

That this my mother's ſon was none of his: 
And if he were, he came in the world 

Full fourteen weeks before the courſe of time: 
Then, my good Liege, let me have what is mine, 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K. abn. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate, 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him: 
And if ſhe did play falſe, the fault was hers, 
Which fault lyes on the hazard of all husbands 


That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother, 


Who as you ſay took pains to get this ſon, 
Had of your father claim'd this ſon for his, 
In ſooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world. 
In ſooth he might; then if he were my brother's, 
My brother might not claim him; nor your father, 
Being none of his, refuſe him; this concludes, 
My mother's ſon did get your father's heir, 
Your father's heir mult have your father's land. 

Rob. Shall then my father's will be of no force 
To diſpoſſeſs that child which is not his? 

Baſt. Of no more force to diſpoſſeſs me, Sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Say, hadit thou rather be a Faulconbriage, 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land: 
Or the reputed Son of Coeur-de-/ion, | 
Lord of thy preſence, and no land beſide ? 

Baſt. Madam, and if my brother had my ſhape, 
And I had his ; Sir Rebert's his, like him, x” p 
my” 'I. 
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And if my legs were two ſuch riding rods, 
My arms ſuch Eel-skins ſtuſt; my face ſo thin, 
That in mine ear I durſt not ſtick a roſe, 
Leſt men ſhould ſay, look where three farthings goes ; 
And to his ſhape were heir to all this land; 
Would I might never ſtir from off this place, 
]'d give it ev'ry foot to have this face: 
] would not be Sir Nobbe in any caſe. 

Eli. Tlikethee well; wilt thou forſake thy "FR 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? | 
] am a ſoldier and now bound to France. | | 

Baß. Brother take you my land, I'Il take my chance, | 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year, | 
Yet ſell your face for five pence, and 'tis dear. | 
Madam, I'll follow you unto the death. 

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. | q 

Baſt. Our country manners give our betters way. 4 

K. John. What is thy name f | 

Baſt. Philip, my Liege, ſo is my name begun, 

Philip, good. old Sir Roberts wife's eldeſt Son. 
K. Jobs From hencetorth bear his name whoſe form |} 
thou bear'ſt : 

Kneel thou down PH, but riſe up more great, 

Ariſe Sir Richard and Plantagenet. 
Baſt. Brother by th'mother's fide, give me your hand, 

My ther gave me honour, yours gave land, 

Now bleſſed by the hour, by night or day, 

When I was got, Sir Robert was away. | | 

Eli. The very ſpirit of Plantagenet ! | 

TI am thy grandam ; Richard, call me ſo. | 

Baſt Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what cho ; 
Something about a little from the right, 

In at the Window, or elſe o'er the hatch : 

Who daresnot ſtir by day, muſt walk by night, 
And have is have, however men do catch ; 

Near or far off well won is {till well ſhot, 

And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 

K. John, Go, Faulconbridge, now haſt thou thy deſire, 

A landleſs Knight makes thee a landed Squire: 

Come madam, and come Richard ; we mult ſpeed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. 
Bafl. Brother, adieu, good Fortune come to thee, 
| 9a 4 For 


„enn. 
For thou waſt got i th way of honeſty. [ Ex. all but Baſt, 
A foat of honour better than I was, 

But many, a many foot of land the worſe ! 
Well, now can I make any Foana lady. 
Good-den, Sir Richard, — Godamiercy fellow, 
And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter ; 
For new-made honour doth forget mens names: 
Tis too reſpective and unſociable | 5 
For your converfing. Now your traveller, 

He and his tooth. pick at my worſhip's meſs ; 
And when my knightly ſtomach is ſuffic d, 
Why then I ſuck my teeth, and catechiſe 

My piked man of countries, —— My dear Sir, 
(Thus leaning on my elbow I begin) | 

J ſhall beſeech you, —— that is Queſtion now, 

| And then comes Anſwer like an A B'C-book : 

O Sir, ſays Anſwer, at your beſt command, 

At your employment, at your Service, Sir : — 

No, Sir, ſays Queſtion, I, ſweet Sir, at yours. 

And ſo &er Anſwer knows what Queſtion would, 

Saving in dialogue of Compliment, ; 

And talking of the Abs and Appennines, 

The Pyrenear and the river Po) 

It draws towards ſupper in concluſion ſo. 

But this is worſhipful Society, 

And fits the mounting ſpirit like my ſelf : 

For he is but a baſtard to the tine 

That doth not ſmack of obſervation, 

And fo am I, whether I ſmoke or no: 

And not alone in habit and device, 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement-; 

But from the inward motion to deliver 

Sweet, ſweet, ſweet poiſon for the ages tooth ; 

Which tho' I will not practiſe to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it ſhall ſtrew the footſteps of my rifing. 

But who comes in ſuch haſte in riding robes ? 

What woman-polt is this? hath ſhe no husband 

That will take pains to blow a horn before her? 
O me, it is my mother ; now, good lady, 

What brings you here to court fo haſtily ? 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Enter 


p | 
Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurneſ? 


Lazy. Where is that Slave, thy brother? where is he 
That holds in chaſe my honour up and down ? 

Baſt. My brother Robert, old Sir Robert's ſon, 
Colbrand the giant, that ſame mighty man, 

Is it Sir Robert's ſon that you ſeek fo ? 

Lady. Sir Robert's ſon: ay, thou unrev'rend boy, 
Sir Robert's ſon, why ſcorn'ſt thou at Sir Robert ? 
He is Sir Robert's ſon ! and ſo art thou. 

Baſt. Janes Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a while? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip, -. 

Baſt. Philip, ſparrow Fames. | wit 
There's toys abroad, anon I'Il tell thee more. [ Ex. James. 
Madam, I was not old Sir Robert's ſon... | 
dir Robert might have eat his part in me F | 
Upon Good. Friday, and ne'er broke his faſt : 

Sir Rabert could do well; marry confeſs ! 

Could he get me? Sir Robert could not do it; 

We know his handy-work, therefore, good mother 
To whom I am beholden for theſe limbs? 

Sir Robert never help'd to make this leg. 

Lady. Haſt thou conſpir'd with thy Brother too, 

That for thine own gain ſhould'it defend mine honour ? 
What means this ſcorn, thou moſt untoward knave ? 

Baſt. Knight — Knight, good mother, Baffliſco like, 

Why Iam dub'd, I have it on my ſhoulder: 

But mother, I am not Sir Robert's ſon, 

I have diſclaim'd Sir Robert and my land, 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone; 

Then; good my mother, let me know my father ? 
Some proper man I hope; who was it, mother. 

Lady. Haſt thou deny'd thy ſelf a Faulcon-bridgo ? 

Baſt. As faithfully as I deny the devil. | 

Lady. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy father; 

By long and vehement {wt I was feduc'd 
To make room for him in my husband's bed. 
Heav'n lay not my Tranſgreſſion to my charge 
'Thou art the of my dear offence, 
Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd paſt my defence. 
Bat. Now by this light were I to get again, | 
A C — Madam, 
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Madam, I would not wiſh a better father. 

Some fins do bear their Privilege on earth, 

And ſo doth-yours-; your fault was not your folly ; 
Needs muſt you lay your heart at his diſpoſe, 
Subjected tribute to commanding love; 

Agaidſt whoſe fury and unmatched force 

The awleſs lion could not wage the fight, 

| Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hands. 
| He that per force robs lions of their hearts, 

| May eaſily win a Woman's. Ay, my mother, 
| 

| 


With all my heart I thank thee for my father. 
Who lives and dares but ſay, thou did'it not well 
When I was got, I'll ſend his ſoul to hell. 
Come, lady, I will ſhew thee to thy kin, 

And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 
If thou hadſt ſaid him nay, it had been fin ; 

Who fays it was, he lyes ; I ſay *twas not. 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter Philip King of France, Lewis the Dauphin, the 
Archduke of Auſtria, Conſtance, and Arthur. 


Lei. DE F O RE Argiers, well met brave Auſtria; 
Arthur ] that great fore - runner of thy blood. 
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart 
And fought the holy wars in Paleſt ine, 
By this brave Duke came early to his grave, 
And for amends to his poſterity, 
At our impartance hither he is come, 
To ſpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf, 
And to rebuke the uſurpation , 
Of thy unnatural uncle, Emo Fobn. 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
Arth. God ſhall forgive you Coeur-de-lion's death 
The rather, that you give his off-ſpring Liſe, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war, 
] give you welcome With a pow'rleſs hand, 
But 


But with a heart full of unſtained love: 


Wade to the market-place in Frenchmens blood, 
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Welcome before the gates of Angiert, Duke. 
Lewis. A noble boy ! who would not do thee right? 
Auſt. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiſs, 

As ſeal to this indenture of my love; 

That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers and the right thou haſt in France, 

Together with that pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 

Whoſe foot ſpurns back the ocean's roaring tides, 

And coops from other lands her iſlanders ; 

Ev'n till. that Exg/and, hedg'd in with the main, 

That water-walled bulwark, fill ſecure 

And confident from foreign purpoſes ; 

Ev'n till that outmoſt corner of the weſt 

Salute thee for her King. Till then, fair boy, 

Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Conſt. O take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks, 
Till your ſtrong hand ſhall help to give him ſtrength, 
To make a more requital to your love. | 

Auſt. The peace of heav'n is theirs, who lift their 

{words | | 
In ſuch a juſt and charitable war. WR, 
K. Phil. Well then, to work, our engines ſhall be bent 


Againſt the brows of this reſiſting town; 


Call for our chieſeſt men of diſcipline, - 


To cull the plots of beſt advantages. 


We'll lay before this town our royal bones, 
But we will make it ſubject to this boy, 

Conft. Stay for an anſwer to your embaſſie, 
Left unadvis'd you ſtain your ſwords with blood. 
My lord Chati/ion may from England bring 
'That right in peace, which here we urge in war, 
And then we ſhall repent each drop of blood 


That hot rafh haſte ſo indirectly ſhed. | 
Enter Chatilion, | 
K. Philip. A wonder, lady! lo, upon thy with 
Our meſſenger Chati/ion is arriv d; 
What England ſays, ſay brieſiy, gentle lord, 
We coldly pauſe for thee. C/atilion ſpeak. 


Chat. 


— 
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Chat. Then turn your forces from this ner ſiege, 

And ſtir them up againſt a mightier tas | 

England, impatient of your juſt demands, 

Hath put himſelf in arms; the adverſe winds, 

Whoſe leiſure I have ſtaid, have giv'n him time 

To land his legions all as ſoon as I. 

His marches are expedient to this town, 

His forces ſtrong, his ſoldiers confident. 

With him along is come the Mother-Queen ; 

An Ate, ſtirring him to blood and ftrife, 

With her her neice, the lady Blanch of Spain; 

With them a baſtard of the King deceas'd, 

And all th' unſettled humours of the land; 

Raſh, inconſid'rate, . fiery voluntaries, 

With ladies faces, and herceeragons ſpleens, 

Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, 

Bearing their WOT proudly on their backs, 

To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntleſs ſpirits 

Than now the Eng bottoms have waft o'er, 

Did never float upon the ſwelling tide, 

To do offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendom. 

The interruption of their churliſn drums [Drums Beat 

Cuts off more eircumſtance; they are at hand, 

Te parly or to fight, therefore prepare. 
K. Philip. How much unlook'd-for is this METRE 
Auſt. By how much unexpected, by ſo much 

We mut awake endeavour for defence; 

For cobrage mounteth with occafion : 

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd. 


Enter King of England, Baſtard, Elinor, Blanch, Pen- 
broke, and others, 


K. Tabs. Peace be to France, if France in peace per- 
__ 

Our juſt and lineal entrance to our own : 
If not, bleed France, and peace aſcend to heav 11 
Whilſt we, God's wrathful agent, do corre& 
Their proud contempt that bears his peace to heav'n. 

K. Philip. Peace be to England; if that war return 
From Francs to England, theze to live in peace. 

Zagland we love, and for that Egland's fake 


Wich 
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With burthen of our armour here we ſweat; 
This toil of our ſhould be a work of thine. 
But thou from loving Exgland art fo far, 
That thou haſt under-wrought its lawful King, 
Cut off the ſequence of poſterity, 
Out-faced infant ſtate, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden-virtae of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Gef+e's face, | 
Theſe eyes, theſe brows, were moulded out of his; 
This little abſtract doth contain that large 
Which dy'd in Gefrey ; and the hand ot time 
Shall draw this brief into as large a volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born, 
And. this his ſon ; Erz/and was Geffrey's right, 
And this is Gefrey's ; in the name of God 
How comes it then that thou art ca!l'd a King, 
When living blood doth in theſe temples beat, 
Which own the crown that thou o'er-maiſtereſt ? 

K. Jobn. From whom haſt thou this great commiſſion, 

France, 

To draw my anſwer to thy articles ? | 

K. Philip. From that ſupernal judge that ſtirs good 

thoughts | 
In any breaſt of ſtrong authority, 
To look into the blots and itrains of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy; 
Under whoſe warrant I impeach thy wrong, 
And by whoſe help I mean to chaſtiſe it. 
gi King 


_ __ — — 


- I mean to chaſtiſe it. 
K. Fohn. Alack, thou doſt uſurp authority. 
K. Philip. Excuſe it, tis to beat uſurping down, 
Eli. Who 1s't that thou doſt call uſurper, France ? 
Conſt. Let me make anſwer: Thy uſurping ſon. 
Eli. Out infotent * thy baftard ſhalt be King, 

That thou may'ſt be a Queen, and check the world! 
Conſt. My bed was ever to thy ſon as true, 

As thine was to thy husband; and this boy, 

Liker in feature to his father Gery, 

Than thou and Jabn, in manners being as like 


As 


| 
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King Fohn, this is the very ſum of all? 

England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Main, 

In right of Arthur I do claim of thee : 

Wilt thou reſign them, and lay down thy arms? 
K, Fohn. My life as ſoon. I do defie thee, France. 

Arthur of Britain, yield thee to my hand, 


And 


As rain to water er devil to his dam, 
My boy a baſtard ! by my ſoul, I think 
His father never was ſo true begot ; 


It cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. 


Eli. There's a good mother, boy, that blots thy fa- 

ther. 

Conft. There's a good grandam, boy, that would blot 
thee. | 

Auſt. Peace. 

Baft. Hear the crier. 

Auſt. What the devil art thou ? 

Baſt. One that will play the devil, Sir, with you, 


And a may catch your hide and you alone. 


You are the hare, of whom the proverb goes, 
Whofe valour plucks dead Lions by the beard, 
I'll ſmoak your skin-coat, and I catch you right; 


Sirrah, look to't, i'faith I will, i'faith. 


Blanch. O well did he become that Lyon's robe, 
That did diſrobe the Lyon of that robe. 
Baß. It lyes as fightly on the back of him, 
As great Alcides ſhoes upon an Aſs; | 
But, Aſs, I'll take that burthen from your back, 
Or lay on that ſhall make your ſhoulders crack. | 
Auft. What cracker is this ſame that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of ſuperfluous breath ? | 
King Lewis, determine what we ſhall do ſtreight. 
exwis. Women and fools, break off your confe- 
rence. | 


K. Phil, King John, this, &c. 


\ Doc af 
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And out of my dear love I'll give thee more, 
Than e'er the coward-hand of France can win. 3 1 


— 


* 


*_— of France can win; 
Submit thee, boy. | 

Eli. Come to thy Grandam, child. 

Conſt. Do, child, go to it Grandam, child, 
Give Grandam kingdom, and it Grandam will 
Give it a plumb, a cherry and a fig; 
There's a good Grandam, 

Arth. Good my mother, peace, 

I would that I were low laid in my grave, 

I am not worth this coil that's mad&for me. 
Eli. His mother ſhames him fo, poor boy, he weeps. 
Conſt. Now ſhame upon you whe're ſhe does or no. 

His Grandam's wrong, and not his mother's ſhame 
Draws thoſe heav'n moving pearls from his poor eyes, 
Which heav'n ſhall take in nature of a fee : 

With theſe ſad chryſtal beads heav'n ſhall be brib'd 
To do him juſtice, and revenge on you. 

Eli. Thou monftrous flancerer of heav'n and earth. 

Conſt. Thou monſtrous injurer of heav'n and earth, 

Call me not ſlanderer ; thou and thine uſurp 
The domination, royalties, and rights 
Of this oppreſſed boy ; this is thy eldeſt ſon's ſon, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee: 
Thy ſins are viſited in this poor child, 
The canon of the law is laid on him, 
Being but the ſecond generation 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving womb, 

K. Fohn. Bedlam, have done. 

Conf. J have but this to ſay, 

That he is not only plagued for her fin, 

But God hath made her fin and her the plague 
On this removed iſſue, plagu'd for her, 

And with her plague her fin ; his injury 

Her injury, the beadle to her fin, 

All puniſh'd in the perſon of this child, 

And all for her; a plague upon her. 


Zz. 
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K. Phil. Some trumpet ſummon hither to the walls T 
Theſe men of Angier ; let us hear them ſpeak, Be 
Whoſe title they admit, Artbur's or Job's. A 

| [ Trumpet ſourids, T 

Enter a Citizen upon the Walls. .. 

{ 

Cit. Who is it that hath warn'd us to'the walls ? W 
K. Phil. "Tis France for England. A 

K. Fohn. England for it felt ; Fe 
You men of Angiers, and my loving ſubjefts ——— C 

K. Phil. You loving men of Augiers, Arthur's ſub- 

jects, | Le 
Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle Ts 

K. Jobn. For our advantage; therefore hear us fiſt : Ot 
Theſe flags of France, that are advanced here So 
Before the eye and proſpect of your town, A 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement. Fo 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath ; In 
And ready mounted are they to ſpit forth _ Be 
Their iron indignation gainſt your walls: | TI 
All preparations ſor a bloody ſiege | In 
And mercileſs proceeding, by theſe French, Re 

. Confront your city's eyes, your winking gates; Te 
And but for our approach, thoſe ſleeping ſtones Te 
That as a waſte do girdle you about, Ar 
By the compulſion of their ordinance Sa) 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime | Ou 
Had been diſhabited, and wide havock made | Ag 
For bloody power to ruſh upon your peace. An 
But on the ſight of us your lawful King, WI 
(Who painfully with much expedient march W. 
Have brought a counter- check before your gates, W. 

| | To An 

- ; ; MAY l 1 Bu 

Eli. Fhou unadviſed ſcold, I can produce Di 
A will that bars the title of thy ſon. _ T Cat 
Conſt. Ay, who doubts that? a will; a wicked will.; D. 


A woman's will ; a canker'd Grandam's will. 


K. PEI. Peace, lady, pauſe, or be more temperate; 3 
It ill beſcems this preſence to cry, Amen, — 
To theſe ill tuned repetitions. 2 


Some trumpet, Sc 
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To fave unſcratch'd your city's threatned cheeks) 
Behold the French amaz'd vouchſafe a parle; 
And now inſtead of bullets wrap'd in fire, 
To make a ſhaking fever in your walls, 
They ſhoot but calm words folded u p in ſmoak, 
To make a faithleſs error in your ears; 
Which truſt accordingly, kind citizens, 
And let in us, your King, whoſe labour'd ſpirits 
Fore-weary'd in this action of ſwift ſpeed, 
Crave harbourage within your city walls. 

K. Phil. When J have ſaid, make anſwer to us both. 
Loe in this right hand, whoſe protection 
Is moſt divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him it holds, ſtands young Plantagenet, 
Son to the elder brother of this man, 
And King o'er him, and all that he enjoys. 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march theſe greens before your town : 
Being no further enemy to you, 
'Than the conſtraint of hoſpitable zeal, 
In the relief of this oppreſſed child, 
Religiouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 
To pay that duty which you truly owe ' 
To him that owns it, namely, this young Prince. 
And then our arms, hke to a muzzled Bear, 
Save in aſpect, hath all offence ſeal'd up: 
Our cannons malice vainly ſhall be ſpent 
Againſt th' invulnerable clouds of heav'a ; 
And with a bleſſed, and unvext retire, 
With unhack'd ſwords, and helmets all unbruis'd, 
We will bear home that Juſty blood again | 
Which here we came to ſpout againſt your town; 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 
But if you fondly paſs our proffer'd offer, 
Tis not the rounder of your old-fac'd walls 
Can hide you from our meſſengers of war : 
Tho' all theſe Engliſb, and their diſcipline, 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference. 
Then tell us, ſhall your city call us lerd, - 
In that behalf which we have challeng'd it ? 
Or ſhall we give the ſignal to our rage, 
And ſtalk in blood to our poſſeſſion? 


— 
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Cit. In brief, we are the King of England's ſubjecte, 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 
K. Jobn. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 
Cit. That can we not; but he that proves the King, 
To him will we prove loyal; till that time 
Have we ramm'd up our gates againſt the world. 
K. Jahn. Deth not the crown of England prove the 
King ? 
And if not as! I bring you witneſſes, | 
Twice fifteen thouſand hearts of England's breed 
Baſt. (Baſtards, and elſe.) 
K. John. To verify our title with their lives. — 
1 Phil. As many, and as well born bloods as thoſe— 
Baſt. (Some baſtards too.) 
K. Phil. Stand in his face to contradict his claim, 
Cit. Till you compound whoſe right is worthieſt, 
We for the worthiĩeſt hotd the right from both. 
K Fohn. Then God forgive 8 ſin of all thoſe . 
That to their everlaſting reſidence, 
Before the dew of evening fall, ſhalt fleet, 
In dreadful tryal of our kingdom s King. 
K. Phil. Amen, Amen, Mount chevaliers, to arms. 
Baſt. 2 George that ſwing d the Dragon, and cer 
ince 
Sits on his horſeback at mine hofteſs' door, 
Teach us ſome fence, Sirrah, were I at home 
At your den, firrah, with your Lioneſs, 
I'd ſet an Ox-head to your Lion's hide, 
And make a moniter of you. 
Auſt. Peace, no more. 
Baſt. O tremble, for you hear the Lion roar. 
K. John. Up higher to the plain, where we'll ſet forth 
In beſt appointment all our regiments. 
Baß. Speed them to take th' advantage of the field. 
X. Phil. It ſhall be ſo; and the other hill 
Command the reſt to ſtand. God and our right! 
[ Exeunt. 
Here, after excurſions, enter the Herald of France with 
trumpets to the gates. 


F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your gates, 
And let young Arthur Duke of Bretagne in; 9 
0 


{Te Auſtria, 
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Who by the hand of France this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an Exgliſb mother, 
Whoſe ſons lye ſcatter'd on the bleeding ground: 
And many a widow's husband groveling lyes, 
Coldly embracing the diſcolour'd earth ; 

While Victory with little loſs doth play 

Upon the dancing banners of the French. 

Who are at hand triumphantly diſplay'd 

To enter conquerors ; and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne, Enzland's King, and yours. 


Enter Engliſh Herald with Trumpets. 


E Her. Rejoice, you men of Angers; ring your bells, 
King Fobr, your King and England's, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 
Their armours, that march'd hence fo ſilver- bright, 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens blood. 
There ſtuck no plume in any Englifh creſt, 
That is removed by a ſtaff of France. 
Our colours do return in thoſe fame hands, 
That did diſplay them when we firſt march'd forth; 
And like a jolly troop of huntſmen come 
Our luſty Engl, , all with purpled hands, 
Stain'd in the dying ſlaughter of their foes. 
Open your gates, and give the victors way. 
Cit. Heralds, from off our tow'rs we might behold, 
From firſt to laſt, the onſet and retire | 
Of both your armies, whoſe equality 
By our beſt eyes cannet be cenſured ; 
B * hath bought blood, and blows have anſwered 
lows; 
Strength match'd with ſtrength, and power confronted 
wer. 
Both are alike, and both alike we like; 
One muſt prove greateſt. While they weigh ſo even, 
We hold our town for neither; yet for both. 


Enter the two Kings with their Powers at ſeveral Doors. 


. Jobn. France, haſt thou yet more blood to caſt 

away? | 
Say, ſhall the current of our right run on ? 
' Whole 


| 
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Whoſe paſſage, vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'er-ſwell - 
With courſe diſturb'd ev'n thy confining ſhores ; 
Unleſs thou let his filver water keep | 
A peaceful progreſs to the ocean. 
3 10 England, thou haſt not ſav'd one drop of 
lood 
In this hot tryal, more than we of France; 
Rather loſt more. And by this hand I ſwear 
That ſways the earth this climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay by our juſt-born arms, 
We'll put thee down *gainſt whom theſe arms we bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead : ; 
Gracing the ſcroul that tells of this war's loſs, 
With ſlaughter coupled to the name of Kings. | 
Baſt. Ha! Majeſty ; how high thy glory towers, 
When the rich blood of Kings is ſet on fire 
Oh, now doth Death line his dead chaps with ſteel ; 
The {words of ſoldiers are his teeth, his phangs ; 
And now he feafts, mouthing the fleſh of men - 
In undetetmin'd diff rences of Kings. 
Why ſtand theſe royal fronts amazed thus? 


Cry havock, Kings, back to the ſtained field 


You equal potents, fiery-kindled ſpirits ! 

Then let confuſion of one part confirm 

The other's peace; till then, blows, blood, and death. 
K. Jebn. Whoſe party do the townſmen yet admit? 
K. Philip. Speak citizens, for England, who's your 

King? | 
Cit. The King of England, when we know the King. 
K. Philip. Know him in us, that here hold up his right. 

K. Fohn. In us, that are our own great deputy, 


And bear poſſeſſion of our perſon here, 


Lord of our preſence, ' Angiers, and 6f you. : 
Cit. A greater pow'r than we denies all this ; 

And till it be undoubted, we do lock | 

Our former ſcruple in our ſtrong-barr'd gates. 


in our ſtrong-barr'd gates: — 
Kings of our fear, until our fears reſolv d 
Be by ſome certain King purg d and depos d. 
Baft. Heav'n, c. a 


4 


Baſt, 
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Bat. By heav'n, theſe ſcroyles of Angiers flout you 
Kings, 
And ſtand Kerurely on their battlements 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your induſtrious ſcenes and acts of death. 
You royal preſences be rul'd by me ; 
Do like the Mutines of Jera/alem, 
Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your ſharpeſt deeds of malice on this town. 
By eaſt and weſt let France and England mount 
Their batt'ring cannon charged to the mouths, 
Till their ſoul-fearing clamours have brawl'd down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city. 
I'd play inceffantly upon theſe jades ; 
Even till unfenced deſolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 
That done, diſſever your united ſtrengths, 
And party our mingled colours once again, 
Turn face to face,. and bloody point to point. 
Then in a moment fortune ſhall cull forth, 
Out of one fide her happy minion, 
To whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the day, 
And kiis him with a glorious Victory. 
How like you this wild counſel, mighty ſtates ? 
K. Fohn. Now by the sky that hangs above our heads, 
I like it well. France, ſhall we knit our pow'rs, 
„ And lay this Angiers even with the ground. 
Then after, fight who ſhall be King of it? 
T Baſt. And if thou haſt the mettle of a King, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this peeviſh town, 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 
As we will ours, againſt theſe fawcy walls ; 
And when that we have daſh'd them to the ground, 
Why then deſie each other, and pell-mell 
Make work upon our ſelves for heav'n or hell. 
K. Philip. Let it beſo; ſay, where will you aſſault? 
K. Jobn. We from the weit will ſend deſtruction 
Into this city's boſom. 
Auſt. I from the north. 
K. Philip. Our thunder from the ſouth 


. 
> 
t. 
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Shall 
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Shall rain their driſt of bullets on this town. 


Cit.” Hear us great Kings; vouchſafe a while to ſtay, 


And I ſhall ſhew you peace, and fair-fac'd league. 
Win you this city without ſtroak or wound; 
Reſcue thoſe breathing lives to die in beds, 

'That here come ſacrifices for the field ; 
Perſevere-not, but hear me, mighty Kings. 


K. Fohn. Speak on ; with favour we are bent to hear, 
Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the lady Blanch, 


Is near to England; look upon the years 

Of Lewis the Dauphin, that lovely maid. 

If luſty love ſhould go in queſt of beauty, 
Where ſhould he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 

If zealous love ſhould go in ſearch of virtue, 
Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blanch? 

If love ambitious ſought a match of birth, 
Whoſe veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch ? 
Such as ſhe 1s, in beauty, virtue, birth, 
Is the young Dauphin every way compleat : 

If not compleat of, ſay he is not ſhe ; 

And ſhe again wants nothing, to name want, 

If want it be not, that ſhe is not he. 

He is the half part of a bleſſed man, 

Left to be finiſhed by ſuch as ſhe ; 

And ſhe a fair divided excellence, 

Whoſe fulneſs of perfection lies in him. 

O two ſuch filver currents, when they join, 

Do glorifie the banks that bound them in : 

And two ſuch ſhores to two ſuch ſtreams made one, 
Two ſuch controlling bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 
To theſe two Princes, if you marry them. 

This union ſhall do more than battery can, 

To our faſt cloſed gates : for at this match, 

With fwifter fpeed than powder can enforce, 

The mouth of paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 


a 


2 
- em 


_— 


*__— bullets on this town. 

Baſt. O prudent diſcipline! from North to South; 
Auſtria and France ſhoot in each other's mouth, 
T1 ſtir them to it; come away, away. 


Cit. Hear us great Kings, &c. 
3 


V. 


r. 


As we to keep this city. 
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And give you Ma... ; but without this match, 

The ſea enraged is not half ſo deaf, 

Lions ſo confident, mountains and rocks 

So free from motion, no, not death himſelf 

In mortal fury half ſo peremptory, | 


Baſt. Here's a ſtay, 


That ſhakes the rotten carcaſs of old death 1 
Out of his rags. Here's a large mouth indeed, | 11 
That ſpits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and ſeas, q 
Talks as familiarly of roaring Lions, Wl 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs. F 
What cannoneer begot this luſty blood ? 11 
He ſpeaks plain cannon-fire, and ſmoak and bounce, ''F 
He gives the baſtinado with his tongue : 7 


Our ears are cudgel'd ; not a word of his i 


But buffets better than a fiſt of France; 9 | 


Zounds, I was never ſo bethumpt with words 
Since I firſt call'd my brother's father dad. 

Eli. Son, liſt to this conjunction, make this match, 
Give with our neice a dowry large enough ; 
For by this knot thou ſhalt ſo ſurely tie , 
Thy now-unſur'd aſſurance to the crown, 481 
That yon green boy ſhall have no ſun to ripe 481 
The bloom that promiſeth a mighty fruit. i} 
I ſee a yielding in the looks of France: 
Mark how they wiſper, urge them while their ſouls 
Are capable of this ambition, 4} 
Leſt zeal now melted by the windy breath 31 
Of ſoft petitions, pity and remorſe, [ 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

Cit. Why anſwer not the double Majeſties, 
'This friendly treaty of our threaten'd town ? 

K. _ Speak England firſt, that hath been forward 


To ſpeak unto this city: what ſay you? 
K. 1 If that the Dauphin there, thy Princely 
on, 
Can in this book of beauty read I hve; 
Her dowry ſhall weigh equal with a Queen. 
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poitiers, 
And all that we upon this fide the ſea, 


Except 


— 


i 


_— _ 
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Except this city now by us beſieg d, 
Find liable to our crown and dignity; 
Shall gild her bridal bed, and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions 
And ſhe in beauty, education, blooa, 
Holds hands with any Princeſs of the world. 
K. 0 We ſay ' ſt thou, boy ? look in the lady's 
ce 
Lexis, I do, my lord, and in her eye I find - 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, * 
] do proteſt I never lov'd my ſelf 
Till now infixed I beheld my ſelf, 
Drawn in the flatt'ring table of her eye. t 
[ Whiſpering with Blanch, 
Baſt. Drawn in the flatt'ring table of her eye! 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! 
And quarter'd in her heart ! he doth eſpie 
Himſelf love's traitor : this is pity now, 
That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd, there ſhould b 
In ſuch a love, ſo vile a lout as he. 
Blanch. My uncle's will in this reſpeQ is mine, 
If he ſee ought in you that makes him like; 
That any thing he ſees, which moves his liking, 
I can with eaſe tranſlate it to my will: 
Or if ,you will, to ſpeak more properly, 
J will enforce it eaſily to my love. 
Further I will not flatter you, my lord, 
That all I ſee in you is worthy love, 
Than this; that nothing do I ſee in you, Judge) 
(Though churliſh- thoughts themſelves ſhould be your 
That 1 can find ſhould merit any hate. 


K. John. What fay theſe young ones? what ſay you, 


my neice ? 
Blanch. That ſhe is bound in honour till to do 
What you in wiſdor- will vouchſaſe to ſay. 


9. miracle, 
The ſhadow of my ſelf form'd in her eye, 
Which being but the ſnadow of your ſon, 
Becomes a fun, and makes your ſon a ſnadow 


I do proteſt == 
K. John 
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K. John. Speak then, Prince Dauphin, can you love 
- this lady ? 
Lewis. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love, 
For I do love her moſt N | 
K. Fohn. Then do I give Volgueſſen, Touraine, Maine, 
Poictiers, and Anjou, theſe five provinces 
With her to thee, and this addition more, 
Full thirty thouſand marks of Exgliſb coin. 
Phi ip of France, if thou be pleas d withal, 
Command thy ſon and daughter to join hands. 
K. Philip. It likes us well; young princes, cloſe your 
hands.“ 65 
Now citizens of Angiers ope your gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made: 
For at Saint Mary's chappel preſently 
The rites of marriage ſhall be ſolemniz'd. 2 
Is not the lady Conftance in his troop ? ; 
I know ſhe is not; for this match made up, 
Her preſence would have interrupted much. 
Where 1s ſhe and her ſon, tell me, who knows ? 
Lewis, She's fad and paſſionate at your highneſs' tent. 
K. A And by my faith, this league that we have 
made 
Will give her ſadneſs very little cure. 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady? in her right we came, 
Which we, God knows, have turn'd another way 
To our own vantage. 
K. John. We will heal ap all, 
For we'll create young Athar Duke of Britain, 
And Earl of Richmond; and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of. Call the lady Cægſtance, 
Some ſpeedy meſſenger bid her repair 
To our folemnity : I traſt we ſhall, \ 
If not fill up the meaſure of her will, 
Yet in ſome meaſure ſatisfie her ſo, 
That we ſhall ſtop her exclamation. 


I— 


OST 
. 


*_— ——cloſe your hands. 


Auft. And your lips too, for I am well aſſur'd 
a That J did ſo, when I was firſt aſſur'd. 


K. Philip. Now citizens, -&c. 
B 
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Go we, as well as haſte will ſuffer us, 


To this unlook'd for, unprepared pomp. 


[Ex. all but Bat, 


Baſt. Mad world, mad kings, mad compoſition 


| John to ſtop Arthur's title in the whole, 


Hath willingly departed with a part: a 
And France, whoſe armour conſcience buckled on, 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field, 

As God's own ſoldier ; rounded in the ear 
With that ſame purpoſe-changer, that ſly devil, 


That broker, that ſtill breaks the pate of faith, 


That daily break-vow, he that wins of all 


? 


Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, 


Who having no external thing to loſe 
But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that ; 


That ſmooth'd-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity : 


Commodity, the biaſs of the world, 

The world, which of it ſelf is poiſed well, 
Made to run even, upon even ground; 

Till this advantage, this vile-drawing biaſs, 
This ſway of motion, this commodity, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, 
From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent. 
And this ſame biaſs, this commodity, 

This bawd, this broker, this all- changing word, 
Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid, 
From a reſolv'd and honourable war, 

To a moſt baſe and vile concluded peace. 

And why rail I on this commodity? 

But for becauſe he hath not woo'd me yet : 
Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, 
When his fair angels would ſalute my palm; 
But that my hand, as unattempted yet, 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 
Well, while I am a beggar, I will rail, 

Ard ſa there is no ſin but to be rich: 

And being rich, my virtue then ſhall be, 

Jo ſay there is no vice, but beggary. 

Since Kings break faith upon commodity, 


Gain be my lord, for I will worſhip thee, 


[ Ext. 
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Enier Conſtance, Artdur, and Salisbury. 
Conſt. Gone to be marry'd! gone to ſwear a peace ] 
Falſe blood to falſe blood join'd ! Gone to be friends! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thoſe provinces ? 
It is not ſo, thou haſt miſ-ſpoke, miſ-heard ; 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale 1 
It cannot be; thou doſt but ſay tis ſo. 
I think I may not truſt thee, for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man: J 
I have a King's oath to the contrary. 
Thou ſhalt be puniſh'd for thus frightning me, 
For I am ſick, and capable of fears, 
Oppreſt with wrongs, and therefore full of fears: 
A widow, husband leſs, ſubje& to fears, 
. A woman, naturally born to fears. 
And tho thou now confeſs thou didft but je t, 
With my vext ſpirits I can't take a truce, 
But they will quake and tremble all this day, 
What doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy head. 
Why doſt thou look fo ſadly on my ſon ? 
What means that hand upon that breaſt of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? 
Be theſe fad figns confirmers of thy words ? 
Then ſpeak again ; not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
Sal. As true, as I believe you think them falſe, 
That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying true. 
Conſt. Oh if thou teach me to believe this ſorrow, 
Teach thou this ſorrow how to make me die; 
And let belief and life encounter ſo, 
As doth the fury of two deſp'rate men, 
Which in the very meeting, fall and die. 
Lewis wed Blanch ! O boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England! what becomes of me? 
Fellow be gone, I cannot brook thy fight. * 


CY 


.I cannot brook thy ſight | 
This news hath made thee a moſt ugly man. 
Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done 
But ſpoke the harm that is by others done? 
it, Const. Which harm within it ſelf ſo keinous is, 
er As it makes harmfu! el! that ſpeak of it. 


Arth. I do beſecch you, Ge, B 2 Arth. 
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Arth. Ido beſeech you, mother, be content. 
. © Confs, If thou that bidſt me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, and ſland'rous to thy mòther's womb, 
Full of unpleaſing blots, and ſightleſs ſtains, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks ; 
I would not care, I then would be content : 
For then I ſhould not love thee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a crown. 
But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Nature and Fortune join'd to make thee great. 
Of Nature's gifts thou may'ſt with lillies boaſt, 
And with the half-blown roſe, . But Fortune, oh! 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee, 
Adulterates hourly with thine uncle John, 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread down fair reſpect of ſovereignty, 
And made his majeſty the bawd to theirs, 
France is a bawd to Fortune, and to John, 
That ſtrumpet Fortune, that uſurping Fohn / 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forſworn ? 
Envenon him with words, or get thee gone, 
And leave theſe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. | 

Sal. Pardon me, madam, | 
I may not go without you to the King. 

Conſt. Thou may'ſt, thou ſhalt, I will not go with thee, 
I will inftrut my ſorrow to be proud; 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner ſtoop, 
To me, and to the ſtate of my great grief, 
Let Kings aſſemble : for my griet's fo great, 
That no ſupporter but the huge firm earth 


Can hold it up: Here I and ſorrow fit ; ; 


Here is my throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 
FFF 
. 


Enter Ring John, Xing, Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, 
Philip the Baſtard, Auſtria, and Conſtance, 


K. Phil. I'S true, fair daughter; and this bleſſed day, 


Ever in France ſhall be kept feſtival; .. 
To 
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To ſolemnize this day, the glorious ſun 
Stays in his courſe, and plays the alchymiſt, 
Turning with ſplendor of his piecious eye 
The meager cloddy earth to glitt'ring gold. 
The yearly courſe that brings this day about, 
Shall never ſee it, but a holy-day. 
Conſt. What hath this day deſerv'd ? what hath it done, 
That it in golden letters ſhould be ſet | 
Among the high tides in the kalendar ? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week, 
This day of ſhame, oppreſſion, perjury : 
Or if it muſt ſtand ſtill, let wives with child 
Pray that their burthens may not fall this day, 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſſy be eroſt: 
Except this day, let ſeamen fear no wrack; 
No bargains break, that are not this day made; 
This day all things begun came to 11] end, 
Yea, faith it {elf to hollow falſhood chang'd. 
K. Phil. By heaven, lady, you ſhall have no cauſe 
To curle the fair proceedings of this day : 
Have I not pawn'd to you my Majeſty ? 
- Conft. You have beguii''d me with a counterfeit 
Reſembling Majeſty, which touch'd and try'd 
Proves valuelefs : You are forfworn, forſworn. 
You came in arms to ſpill my enemies blood, 
But now in arms, you ſtrengthen it with yours, 
The grapling vigour and rough frown of war 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, 
And our oppreſſion hath made up this league. 
'Arm, arm, ye heav'ns, againſt theſe perjur'd Kings:. 
A widow cries, be husband to me, heav'n ! 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the days in peace; but ere ſun-ſet, 
Set armed diſcord 'twixt theſe perjur'd Kings. 
Hear me, oh hear me! 
Auſt. Lady Conftance, peace. 
Conſt, War, war, no peace; peace is to me a war: 
O Lymoges! O Auftria ! thou doit ſhame 
That bloody ſpoil : Thou ſlave, thou wretch, thou.coward, . 
Thou little valiant, great in villany : 
Thou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger ſide ; 
Thou fortune's champion, that dolt never fight 
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But when her humorous ladyſhip is by 

To teach thee ſafety ; thou art perjur'd too, 

And ſooth'ſ up greatneſs, What a fool art thou, 

A ramping fool, to bragg, to ſtamp, and ſwear, 

Upon my party ; thou cold-blooded ſlave, 

HFHaſt thou not ſpoke like thunder on my fide, 

Been fworn my ſoldier, bidding me depend 

Upon thy ſtars, thy fortune, and thy — ? 

And doſt thou now fall oyer to my foes ? 

Thou wear a Lion's hide? doff it for ſhame, 

And hang a calve's-skin on thoſe recreant limbs. 
Aut. O that a man would ſpeak thoſe words to me. 
Baft. And hang a calve's-skin on thoſe recreant limbs. 
Auſt, Thou dar'ſt not fay fo, villain, for thy life. 
Baſt. And hang a calve's-skin on thoſe recreant limbs, 
* Auft. Methinks that Richard's pride and Richard's 

«all h 

should be a precedent to fright you, Sir. ; 
© Baſt. What words are theſe ? how do my ſinews ſhake ! 

My father's foe clad in my father's ſpoil ! 

How doth Ale#o whiſpef in my ears; 

Delay not, Richard, kill the villain ſtrait, 

Diſrobe him of the matchleſs monument, 

* Thy father's triumph o'er the ſavages 

* Now by his ſoul I ſwear, my father's ſoul, 

Twice will I not review the morning's rye, 

Till I have torn that trophy from thy back, 

And ſplit thy heart, for wearing it ſo long. * 
K. Fohn, We like not this, thou doſt forget thy ſelf, 


Enter Pandulph. 


K. Phil. Here comes the holy legate of the Pope. 
Pand. Hail, you anointed deputies of heav'n. 

To thee, King Fohn, my holy errand is ; 

I Pandulph, of fair Milain Cardinal, 

And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 

Do in his name religiouſſy demand | 
Why thou againſt the church our hoty mother 
So wilfuLy doſt ſpurn, and force perforce 

Keep Stephen Langton, choſen Archbiſhop 

Of Canterbury, from that holy ee ? | 

This in our ſoreſaid holy father's name 
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Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 
K. Fohn. What earthly name, to interrogatories 

Can tax the free breath of a ſacred Kang ? 

Thou canſt not, Cardinal, deviſe a name 

So ſlight, unworthy, and ridiculous 

To charge me to an anſwer, as the Pope. 

Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England 

Add thus much more, that no Talian Prieſt 

Shall tithe or toll in our domimons : 

But as we under heav'nare ſupreme head, 

So under it, that great ſupremacy 

Where we do reign we will alone uphold, 

Without th' aſſiſtance of a mortal hand. 

So tell the Pope, all rev'rence ſet apart 

To him and his uſurp'd authority. 

EK. Phil. Brother of England, you blaſpheme in this. 
K. Fohn. Tho you, and all the Kings of Chriſtendom 

Are led ſo grofly by this medling prieſt, 

Dreading the curſe that mony may buy out; 

And By the merit of vile gold, droſs, duſt, 

Purchaſe corrupted pardon of a man, 

Who in that fale ſells pardon from himſelf: 

Tho you and all the reſt ſo groſly led, 

This jugling witch-craft with revenue cheriſh, 

Yet I alone, alone do me oppoſe 

Againſt the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 
Pand. Then by the lawful power that I have, 

Thou ſhalt ſtand curſt, and excommunicate ; 

And bleſſed ſhall he be that doth revolt 

Frem his allegiance to an heretick, 

And meritorious ſhall that hand be call'd, 

Canonized and worſhipp'd as a faint, 

That takes away by any ſecret courſe 

Thy hateful life. 
Con/t. O lawful let it be 

That I have leave with Rome to curſe a while. k 

Good father Cardinal, cry thou, Amen, 

To my keen curſes ; for without my wrong 

There is no tongue hath pow'r to curſe him right. 
Pand. There's law and warrant, lady, for my curſe. 
Conſt, And for mine too; when law can do no right, 

Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong : 
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Law cannot give my child his kingdom here ; 

For he that holds his kingdom, holds the law; 

Therefore ſince law it ſelf is perfe& wrong, 

How can the law forbid my tongue to curle ? 
Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curſe, 

Let go the hand of that Arch-heretick, | 

And raiſe the pow'r of France upon his head, 

Unleſs he do ſubmit himſelf to Rome. | 

Eli. Look'ſt thou pale, Fance? do not let go thy 

hand. | | 

Capt Look to that, devil! left that France repent, 
And by disjoming hands, hell loſe a ſou]. 

Auſt. King Philip, liſten to the Cardinal. 

Baſt. And _ calve's-skin on his recreant limbs. 

Auſt. Well, ruffian, I muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 
Becauſe 

Baſt. Your breeches beſt may carry them. 

K. John. Philip, what fay'it thou to the Cardinal? 
Conj?. What ſhould he ſay, but as the Cardinal,? 
Lewis. Bethink you father ; for the difference. 

Is purchaſe a heavy curſe from Rome, 

Or the light loſs of England for a friend ; | 

Forgo the eaſier. 12 
Blanch. That's the curſe of Nome. 
Conſt. Lewis, ſtand faſt, the devil tempts thee here 
In likeneſs of a new untrimmed bride, * 
K. Phil, 


* 


— a new untrimmed bride. 
Blanch. The lady Conflance ſpeaks not from her faith: 
But from. her need. | 
Conſt. Oh, if thou grant my need, 
Which only lives but by the death of faith, 
'That need muft needs infer this r 
That faith would live again by death of need: 
O then tread down my need, and faith mounts up: 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down. 
K. John. The King is mov'd, and anſwers not to this. 
Conſt. O be remov'd from him; and anſwer well. 
Aut. Do fo, King Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Bat. Hang nothing buta calve's-ſkjn, moſt {weet lout, 
K. Phil, 1 am perplext, &c, 


_ — — - 
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K. Phil. I am perplext and know not what to ſay. - | 
Pand. What can'ſt thou fay, but will perplex thee i" 
more, | | 

If thou ſtand excommunicate and curſt? 

K. Phil. Good rev'rend father, make my perſon yours, 

And tell me how you would beſtow your telf ? 

This royal hand and mine are newly knit, 

And the conjunction of our inward ſouls 

Marry'd in league, coupled and link'd together. 

With all religious ſtrength of ſacred vows : 

The lateſt breath that gave the found of words, 

Was deep-ſworn faith, peace, amity, true love 

Between our kingdoms and our royal ſelves. 

And ev'n before this truce, but new before, 

No longer than we well could waſh our hands 

To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 

Heav'n knows they were beſmear'd and over-ſlain'd } 

With ſlaughter's pencil ;. where revenge did paint 

The fearful diff” rence of incenſed Kings. 

And ſhall theſe hands, ſo lately purg'd of blood, 

So newly join'd in love, ſo ſtrong in both, f 

Unyoke this ſeiſure, and this kind regret ? 

Play faſt and looſe with faith? fo jeſt with heay'n, . 

Make ſuch unconſtant children of our elves, 

As now again to ſnatch our palm from palm ? 

Unſwear faith ſworn, and on the marriage-bed.. 

Of ſmiling peace, to march a bloody holt, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true ſincerity? O holy Sir, 

My reverend father, let it not be ſo; 

Out of your grace, deviſe, ordain, impoſe 

dome gentle order, and we ſhall be bleſt 

To do your pleaſure, and continue friends. 
Pand. All form is formleſs, order orderleſs, 

Save what is oppoſite to Erg/and's love. | 

Therefore to arms, be champion of our church. 

Or let the church our mother breathe her curſe, 

A mother's curſe on her revolting ſon, 

France, thou may'it hold a ſerpent by the tongue, 

A chaſed Lyon by the mortal pacy, . e 

A faſting Tyger ſafer by the tooth, 

Than Keep in peace that hand which thou doſt hold. 
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K. Phil. J may diſ-join my hand, but not my faith. 
Pand. So mak'ſt thou faith an enemy to faith; 
And like a civil war ſet'ſt oath to oath, ; 
Thy tongue againſt thy tongue. O let thy vow 
Firſt made : heay'n, firſt be to heav'n perform'd: 
That is, to be the champion of our church. 
What ſince thou ſwor'ſt, is ſworn againſt thy ſelf, 
And may not be performed by thy ſelf. 
For that which thou haſt ſworn to do amiſs, | 
Is not amiſs, when it is truly done: | | | 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, | 
| The truth is then moſt done, not doing it. 
| The better act of purpoſes miſtook 


Is to miſtake again, tho indre& N 
Vet indirection thereby grows direct 

And falſhood, falſhood cures, as fire cools fire ] 
Within the ſcorched veins of one new-burn'd. 

Tt is religion that doth make vows kept, ; 


But thou haſt ſworn againſt religion: 

By what thou ſwear'ft, againſt the thing thou ſwear'ſt: 
And mak'*ſR an oath the ſurety for thy truth, 

Againſt an oath the truth thou art unfure 

To ſwear, fwear only not to be forſworn ; 

Elſe what a mockery ſhould it be to ſwear ? 

But thou doſt ſwear, only to be forſworn, 

And moſt forſworn, to keep what thou doſt ſwear. 
Therefore thy latter vows, againſt thy firſt, 


Is in thy ſelf rebellion to thy ſelf. Ts 
And better conqueſt never canſt thou make, 
Than arm thy conftant and thy nobler parts N 
Againſt theſe giddy, looſe ſaggeſtions ; 1 
Upon which better part, our pray'rs come in, A 
If thou vouchſafe them. But if not, then know T: 
The peril of our curſes light on thee H 
So heavy as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off, | U 
But in deſpair, die under their black weight. Fa 
Auſt. Rebellion, flat rebellion. G1 
Baft. Will't not be? | W 
Will not a Calve's-skin ſtop that mouth of thine ? Al 


Lewis. Father, to arms. 
Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day ? 
Againſt the blood that thou haſt marricl ? 


What, 
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What, ſhall our feaſt be kept with ſlaughter'd men? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churliſh drums, 
Clamours of hell, be meaſures to our pomp ? 
O huſband, hear me: Ay, alack, how new 
Is huſband in my mouth? ev'n for that name 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce, 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Againſt mine uncle. 
Conſt. O, upon my knee, 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heav'n. 
Blanch, Now ſhall I ſee thy love, what motive may 
Be ſtronger with thee than the name of wife? 
Conft. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds, 
His honour. Oh thine honour, Lewzs, thine honour, 
Lewis, L muſe your Majeſty doth ſeem ſo cold, 
When ſuch profound reſpects do pull you on ? 
Pand. I will denounce a curſe upon his head. 
N Thou ſhalt not need. England, I'II fall from 
ee. 
Conſt. O fair return of baniſh'd majeſty ! 
Eli. O foul revolt of French inconfſtancy ! ! 
K. John. France, thou ſhalt rue this hour within this 
hour. | 
Baſt. Old Time the clock-ſetter, that bald ſexton, 
Time, | 
Is it, as he will? well then, Fraxce ſhall rue. 
Blanch. The ſun's o'ercaſt with blood: Fair day, adieu. 
Which is the ſide that I muſt go withal ? 
I am with both, each army hath a hand, 
And in their rage, I having hold of both, 
They wirl aſunder, and diiſmember me. 
Huſband, I cannot pray that thou may'ſt win: 
Uncle, I needs muſt pray that thou may'ſt loſe : 5 
Father, I may not wiſh the fortune thine: 
Grandam, I will not wiſh thy wiſhes thrive: 
Whoever wins, on that ſide ſhall I loſe : 
Aſſured loſs, before the match be play'd, 
Lewis. Lady with me, with me thy fortune hes. 
m_ There where my fortune lives, there my lite 
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K. Jahn. Couſin, go draw our puiſſance together. 
J [Exit Baſt, 
France, T am burn'd up with inflaming wrath, ' 
A rage, whoſe heat hath this condition ; 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
"The blood, and deareſt valu'd blood of France. 


K. Phil. Thy rage ſhall burm thee up, and thou ſhalt 


turn 
To aſhes, ere our blood ſhall quench that fire: 
Look to thy ſelf, thou art in jeopardy. | 
K+ Fohn. No more than he that threats. To arms 
let's hie. | [Exeunt. 


Alarums, Excurſions: Enter Baſtard with Auftria's Head. 


Bat. Now by my life, this day grows wond'rous hot, 


Some airy devil hovers in the sky, 

And pours down miſchief. Auſtria's head lie there. 
Thus hath King Richard's ſon peform'd his vow, 
And offer'd Auffria's blood for ſacrifice 

* Unto his father's ever-living -fou}- - 


Enter John, Arthur, and Hubert: 


K. Jobn. There Hubert, keep this boy.— Philip, make 
My mother is ſſailed in our tent, as ©. 
And ta'en, e. 6 

Baß. My lord, I reſcu'd her: 

Her highneſs is in ſafety, fear you not. 

But on, my Liege, for very little pains 

Will bring this labour to an happy end. Exe. 


Alarms, Excurſions, Retreat. Re. enten King John, Eli- 
nor, Arthur, Baſtard, Hubert, and Lords. 


K. Job. So ſhall it be; your grace ſhall ſtay behind 
So ſtrongly guarded : Couſin, look not ſad, [To Arth, 
Thy grandam loves thee, and thy uncle will. 
As dear be to thee, as thy father was. i 
Artb. O this will make my mother die with grief. 

K. John. Couſin, away for England, haſte before, 

| = [To the Baſt, 

And ere our coming ſee thou ſhake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots, their impriſon'd angels 
Set at liberty: The fat ribs of peace 1 
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Muſt by the hungry now be fed upon. 
Uſe our commiſſions in its utmoſt force. 
' Baſt. Bell, book, and candle ſhall not drive me back, 
When gold and ſilver beck me to come on. | 
F leave-your highneſs : Grandam, I will pray, 
(If ever I remember to be holy) 
For your fair ſafety ; ſo I kiſs your hand. 
Eli. Farewel, my gentle couſin. 
K. Fohn. Coz, farewel. [Exit Baſt. 
Eli. Come hither little kinſman, — hark, a word. 
[Taking him to one fide of the ſtage. 
K. 7ohn. [to Hubert on the other ſide.] es 
Come hither Hubert, O my gentle Hubert, 
We- owe thee much; within this wall of fleſh 
There is a ſoul counts thee her creditor, _ 
And with advantage means to pay thy, love: 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath. 
Lives in this boſom, dearly cheriſhed, * 
Give me thy hand, I had a thing to ſay ——— 
But I will fit it with ſome better time. 
By heav'n, Hubert, I'm almoſt aſham'd- 
To ſay what good reſpect I have of thee. 
Hub. T am much bounden to your Majeſty. 
K. Jobn. Good friend, thou haſt no cauſe to ſay ſo-— 
yet - | 
But thou ſhalt. have and creep time ne er ſo ſlow, 
Yet it ſhall come for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to ſay—— but let it go: 
The ſun is in heav'n, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleaſures of the world, 
« Is all too wanton, and too. full of gawds 
« To give me audience. If the midnight bell 
Did with his tron tongue and brazen mouth 
Sound on into the drowſie race of night; 
© If this ſame were a church-yard where we ſtand, 
* And thou poſſeſſed with a thouſand wrongs ; 
Or if that ſurly ſpirit, melancholy, | 
< Had bak'd thy blood and made it heavy-thick, 
Which e!ſe runs tickling up and down the veins, 
« Making that Ideot, laughter, keep mens eyes, 
« And ſtrain their cheeks to idle merriment ; 


* (A paſſion hateful to my purpoſes) 
| 4 
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« Or if that thou could'ſt ſee me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, uſing conceit alone, 
© Without eyes, ears, and harmful ſound of words; 
Then, in deſpight of broad-ey'd watchful day, 
© I would into thy boſom pour my thoughts: 
© But ah, I will not yet I love thee well, 
And by my troth I think thou lov' me well, 
Hub. So well, that w * bid me undertake, 
Tho that my death were dan to my act, 
By heav'n I'd do. 
EK. Fobn. Do not 1 know thou would'& ? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy: I'll tell thee what, my friend, 
He is a very ſerpent in my way, 
And whereſoe'er this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lyes before me. Doſt thou underſtand me 
Thou art his keeper. 
Hub. And [I'll keep him ſo, , 
That he ſhall not offend your d 
K. Jobn. Death. 
Hub. My lord? 
K. John. A Grave. 
Hub. He ſhall not live. 
K. Fohn. Enough. 
I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee ; 
Well, I'll not fay what I intend for thee : 
Remember Madam, fare you well. 


[Returning to the Queon. 


Tl ſend thoſe pow'rs o'er to your Majeſty. #* 
Eli. My blefling ge with thee. | 
K. John. For England, couſin, go. 

Hubert ſhall be your man, t'attend an you 


With all true duty ; on toward Calais ho. [Exe 
Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, and Attendants. 


K. Phil. So by a roaring tempeſt on the os 
A whole armado of collected fail 
Is ſcatter'd and disjoin'd from fellowſhip. 
Pand. and comfort, all ſhall yet go well, 
K. Phil. What can go well, when we have run fo ill? 


Are we not beaten 2. Is: agt ie lat 
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Arthur ta' en pris' ner? divers dear friends Alain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, | 
O'er-bearing interruption, ſpight of France? 
Lewis. What he hath won, that hath he fortify d: 
So hot a ſpeed, with ſuch advice diſpos'd, 
Such temp' rate order in ſo fierce a cauſe, 
Doth want example; who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred-aRion like to this? 
K. Phil. Well could I bear that England had this 
praiſe, | 


So we would find ſome pattern of our ſhame. 
Enter Conſtance. 


Look, who comes here? a Grave unto a ſoul, 
Holding th' eternal ſpirit *gainſt her will 

In the vile'priſon of afflicted breath; 

I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me. 

Conft. Lo now; now ſee the iſſue of your peace. 

K. Phil. Patience, good lady; comfort, gentleConflaxce. 

Conſt. No, I defie all counſel, all redrefs, 

But that which ends all counſel, true redreſs, 
Death; death, oh amiable, lovely death! 

' Ariſe forth from thy couch of laſting night, 

Thou hate and terror to proſperity, 

And I will kiſs thy deteſtable bones; 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows, 

And ring theſe fingers with thy houſhold worms, 

And ſtop this gap of breath with fulſom duſt, 

And be a cirrion monſter like thy ſelf; 

Come grin on me, and I will think thou ſmil'ſt, 

And kiſs thee as thy wife ; thou Love of Miſery! 

O come to me, 

K. Phil. O fair affliction, peace. 

Conft. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry ; 
O that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth, 
Then with a paſſion I would ſhake the world, 

And rouze frem ſleep that fell Anatomy, 

Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice, 

And ſcorns a modeſt invocation. 
Pand. Lady, you utter madneſs, and not ſorrow, - 
Conſt. Thou art not holy to belie me ſo ; 

I am not mad; this hair I tear is mine; 


+ 
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My name is Conflance, I was Geffrey's wife: 
Young Arthur is my ton, and he is loſt ! 
I am not mad, I would to heaven I were, 
For then tis like I ſhould forget my ſelf. 

O if I could, what grief ſhould I forget! * 

I am not mad; tov well, too well I feel 

The difftrent plague of each calamity. + 

Oh father Cardinal, I have heard you fay 

That we ſhall fee and know our friends in heav'n ;. 
| If that be, I ſhall ſee my boy again. 1 
| For ſince the birth of Cain, the firſt male child, 
| o him that did but yeſterday ſuſpire. 


There . 


* * 9 * - * 9 u . 


* ſhould I forget! 
Preach ſome philoſophy to make me mad, 
And Cardinal thou ſhalt be canoniz'd ; 
For, being not mad, but ſenſible of grief, 
My reaſonable part produces reaſon 
How I may be deliver'd of theſe woes, bt 2g 
And teaches me to kill or hang my ſelf.” 1 
Iſ I were mad, I ſhould forget my ſon, 
Or madly think a babe of clouts were he: 
Jam not mad ; Ec. v3.1 


+: of each calamity. 1 | 
K. Phil. Bind up thoſe treſſes; O what love I note 
In the fair multitude of thoſe her hairs;, 
Where but by chance a filver drop hath fall'n, 
* Ev'n to that drop ten thouſand wiery friends c 
| Do glew themſelves in ſociable grief, a 
2 Like true, inſeparable, faithful loves, - ? 
Sticking together in calamity, | 7 
Conf. To England, if you will. 
K. Phil. Bind up your hairs. 1 
Canſt. Ves, that I will ; and wherefore will I do it? 7 
I tore them from their bonds, and cry'd aloud, 4 
— O that theſe hands could ſo redeem my ſon, * 
As they have giv'n theſe hairs their liberty; 
But now J envy. at their liberty, 
And will again commit them to their bonds, a N 
Becauſe my poor child is a priſoner. 8 
Oh father Cardinal, Cc. 
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There was not ſuch a gracious creature born. 

But now will canker-ſorrow eat my bud, 

And chaſe the native beauty from his cheek 

And he will look as hollow as a ghoſt, 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit, 

And fo he'll die; and riſing ſo again, 

When I ſhall meet him in the court of heav'n 

I ſhall not know him; therefore never, never 

Muſt I behold my pretty Arthur more. | 
Pand. You hold too heinous a reſpect of grief. 
Conft. He talks to me, that never had a fon. 
K. Phil. You are as fond of grief, as of your child. 
* Conft. Grief fills the room up of my abſent child : 

© Lyes in his bed, walks up and down with me; 

« Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 

Remembers me of all his gracious parts; 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form, 

Then have I reaſon to be fond of grief. 

Fare you well; had you ſuch a loſs as I. 

I could give better comfort than you do. 

I will not keep this form upon my head, 


[Tearing off her Heads-cloaths.. 


When there is ſuch diſorder in mx wit. 

O lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair ſon! 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world, 

My widow comfort, and my ſorrow's cure! [Exit. 
K. Phil. I fear ſome outrage, and I'll follow her. [ Exit. 


Leit. There's nothing in this world can make me 


joy, . | 
Life is as tediqus as a twice-to!d tale, 
«* Vexing the dull ear of a drowſie man. 
A bitter ſhame hath ſpoilt the ſweet world's taſte, 
That it yields nought but ſhame and bitterneſs. 
Pand. Before the curing of a ſtrong diſeaſe, . 
Ev'n in the inſtant of repair and health, 
The fit is ſtrongeſt : evils that take leave, 
On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evil. 
What have you loſt by loſing of this day? 
Lewis, All days of glofx, joy, and happineſs. 
' Pand. It you had won it, certainly you had. 
No, no; when fortune means to men moſt good, 
She looks upon them with a threat'ning eye. 


Abortives, and preſages, tongues of heav'n, 
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"Tis ſtrange to think how much King Fobn hath loft 
In this, which he accounts ſo clearly won. 
Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his priſoner ? 
Lewis. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 
' Pand. Your mind is all as-youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me ſpeak with a prophetic ſpirit ; 
For ev'n the breath of 2 to ſpeak 
Shall blow each duſt, each ſtraw, each little rub 
Out of the path which ſhall directly lead | 
Thy foot to Englana's throne : and therefore mark, 
Jobn hath feiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be 
That whilſt warm life plays in that infant's veins, 
The mifplac'd John ſhould entertain an hour, 
A minute, nay, one quiet breath, of reſt. 
A ſcepter ſnatch'd with an unruly hand, 
Muſt be as boiſt'rouſly maintain'd, as gain'd. 
And he that ſtands upon a ſlpp'ry place, 
Makes nice of no vile hold to ſtay him up. 
That Fohn may ftand, then Arthur needs muſt fall; 
So be it, for it cannot be but fo. | 
Lewis. But what ſhall I gain by Joung Arthur's fall ? 
Pad. You, in the right of lady Blanch your Wife, 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 
Lewis. And loſe it, life and all, as Arthur did. 
Pand. How green you are, and freſh in this old 
World? | ee ' | 
ok la lots ; the times conſpire wi z 
or he 3 his ſafety in true blood, 1825 
Shall find but bloody fafety and untrue. 
This act ſo evily born, ſhall cool the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal ; 
That no ſo ſmall advantage ſhall ſtep forth 
To check his reign, but they will cheriſh it. - 
No nat'ral exhaltation in the sky, | 
No ſcape of nature, no diſtemper'd day, 
No common wind, no cuſtomed event, 
But they will pluck away its nat'ral cauſe, 


And call them meteors, prodigies, and figns, 


Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. ; 
ore wy May be, he will not touch young Artbur's 
ot, | | 
| | But 
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But hold himſelf ſaſe in his priſonment. 
Pand. O Sir, when he ſhall hear of your approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Ev'n at this news he dies: and then the hearts 
. Of all his people ſhall revolt from him, 
And kiſs the lips of unacquainted change, 
And pick ſtrong matter of revolt and wrath, 
Out of the bloody fingers' ends of Jabn. 
Methinks I ſee this hurly all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you 
Than I have nam'd. The baſtard Faultonbriage 
Is now in England, ranſacking the church, 
Offending charity. If but twelve French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 
To train ten thouſand Eng/;/þ to their fide ; 
Or, as a little mow tumbled about, 
Anon becomes a mountain. Noble Dauphin, 
Go with me to the King : 'tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their diſcontent, -—© 
Now that their Souls are top-full of offence, 
For England go; I will wait on the King. 
Lewis. Strong reaſon makes ſtrong actions: let us go; 
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If you ſay ay, the King will not ſay no. [Exennt. 
CEL een LOLOE ITS L DLO CLE ISI IDE; 
Ser . 

Enter Hubert and Executioner. 

Hubert. E ar me theſe irons hot, and look you. 


Within the arras ; when I ſtrike my foot 
Upon the boſom of the ground ruſh forth 
And bind the boy, which you ſhall find with me, 
Faſt to the chair: be heedful ; hence, and watch. 
Exe. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 
Hub. Uncleanly ſcruples ! fear not you; look to't. 
Young lad, come forth ; I have to fay with y 


Enter Arthur. | 


Arth. Good morrow, Hubert, 
Hub, Morrow, little' Prince. 


Arth 
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Artb, As little Prince (having ſo great a title 
To be more Prince) as may be. You are fad. 
Hub. Indeed I have been merrier. $ 
Arth. Mercy on me'! N 
Methinks no body ſhould be fad but 7, 
Yet I remember when I was in France, oe 
* gentlemen would be as ſad as night, 
Only for wantonneſs. By my Chriſtendom, 
So were J out of priſon, and kept ſheep, 
I ſhould be merry as the day is long. 
And ſo Fwould be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practiſes more harm to me, 
He is afraid of me, and I of him. 
Is it my fault that I was Gefery's ſon * 
Indeed it js not, and I would to heavn 
I were your ſon, ſo. you would love me, Hubert. 
Hub. If T talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lyes dead ; 
Therefore I will be ſudden; and diſpatch. [Aſidt. 
Arth. Are you ſick; Hubert? you look pale to day 5 
In ſooth, I would you were a little ſick - 
That F might fit all night and watch with you. 
Alas, L love you more than you do me. 241 
Hub. His words do take poſſeſſion of my boſom. 
Read here, young Arthur —— [Shewing a paper. 
How now, fooliſh rheum, © [ Afide. 
Turning dif-piteous torture out of door! 
J muſt be brief, leſt reſolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womaniſh tears, — — 
Can you not read it? is it not fair writ ? 
© * -Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for ſo foul effect. 
Muſt you with irons burn out both mine eyes E 
Hub. Young boy, I muſt: a | 
Arth. And will you? 3 
Hub, And I WilIr. | 8 
49 Have you the heart? when your head did but 
A Ke, | | | 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
| (The beſt I had, a Princeſs wrought it me) 
And I did never ask it you again; 1 
And with my hand at midnight held your head. 
And like the watchful minutes to the hour, 


Still 


> > Y =S O00 


King J o n x. 45 


Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time, 

Say ing, what lack you? and where lyes your grief ? 

Or what good love may I perform for you? _ 

Many a poor man's ſon would have lain ſtill, 

And ne'er have ſpoke a loving word to you; 

But you at your fic: ſervice had a Prince. "£4 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 

And call it cunning. Do, andif you will : 

If heav'n be pleas'd that you muſt uſe me ill, 

Why then you muſt —— Will you put out mine eyes? 

Theſe eyes that never did, and never ſhall 

So much as frown on you? | 
Hub. I've ſworn to do it; 

And with hot irons muſt I burn them out. 

Arth. Oh if an angel ſhould have come to me, 
And told me. Hubert ſhould put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believ'd a tongue but Hubert's. 
Hub. Come forth; do as I bid you do. 
| [Stamps, and the men enter. 
Arth. O ſave me, Hubert, ſave me! my eyes are 
out . 

Ev'n with the fierce looks of theſe bloody men. | 
Hub. Give me the iron, I ſay, and bind him here. 
Arth. Alas, what need you be ſo boiſt'rous rough? 

I will not ſtruggle, 1 will ſtand ſtone-ſtill. 

For heav'n fake, Hubert, let me not be bound: 

Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive theſe men away, 

And ] will fit as quiet as a lamb. | 

J will not ſtir, nor wince, nor ſpeak a word, 

Nor look upon the iron angrily : 

Thruft but theſe men away, and Tl forgive you, 


— 


mn. 


muſt T burn them out. 
Arth. Ah,-none but in this iron age would to it. 

The iron of it ſelf, tho' heat red-hot, 

Approaching near theſe eyes, would drink my tears, 

And quench its fiery indignation, 

Even in the matter of mine innocence : 

Nay, after that, conſume away in ruſt, 

But for containing fre to harm mine eye. 

Are you more ſtubborn hard, than hammer'd iron? 

Oh if an angel ſhould, &c. ; 
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Whatever torment you do put me to. 
Hub. Go, ſtand within; let me alone with bim. 8 
Exe. I am beſt pleas'd to be from ſuch a deed. [ Exit. 
Arth. Alas, I then have chid away my friend, 
He hath a ſtern look, but a gentle heart; 
Let him come back, that his compaſſion may 
Gave life to yours. 
Hub. Come, boy, prepare your ſelf. 
Arth. Is there no remedy ? 
Hub. None, but to loſe your eyes. 
A.th. O heav'n ! that there were but a moth in yours, 
A grain, a duſt, a gnat, a wand'ring hair, 
Any annoyance in that,precious ſenſe : 
Then feeling what {mall things are boiſt rous there, 
Your vile intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. 
; Hub. Is this your promiſe ? go to, hold your tongue.“ 
Arth. Let me not hold my tongue; let me not, Hu- 


ber t; 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, | 
So I may keep mine eyes. O ſpare mine eye 
Though to no uſe, but {ll to look on you. 1 
Lo, by my troth, the inſtrument is cold, 
And would not darm me. i þ 


Hub. I can heat it, boy. 
Arth. No, in good ſooth, the fire is dead 1 grief. 
Being create for comfort, to be us d 
In undeſery'd extreams; ſee elſe your ſelf, V 
There is no malice in this burning coal ; A 
The breath of heav'n hath blown its ſpirit out, J 
And ſtrew'd repentant aſhes on its head. Fr 
Hub. But with my breath I can revive bt boy. + W 


hold your tongue. Ka, 
Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues To 
Muſt needs want pleading for a pair of res: To 
Let me not hold, &c. Us 
Il can revive it, boy. To 
Arth. And if you do, you will but make it bluſh, _ Is 
And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Hubert : | 
Nay, it perchance will {parkle in your eyes : Th 
And 


And, like a dog that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his maſter that doth tarre him on. Bei 


All things that you, &c. 


th, 
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Artb. All things that you ſhould uſe to do me wrong, 
Deny their office; only you do lack 
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extend, 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uſes. 

Hub. Well, ſee to live; I will not touch thine eyes 
For all the treaſure that thine uncle ons: 
Yet am I ſworn, and I did purpoſe, boy, 
With this ſame very iron to burn them out. 


Arth» O now you look like Hubert. All this while 


You were diſguiſed. 
Hub. Peace: no more. Adieu, 
Your Uncle muſt not know but you are dead. 
PII fill theſe dogged ſpies with falſe reports: 
And, pretty child, fleep doubtleſs and ſecure, 
That Hubert, for.the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 
Arth.-O heav'n! I thank you, Hubert. 
Hub. Silence, no more ; go cloſely in with me ; 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeunt. 


Enter King John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords. 


K. John. Here once again we fit, crown'd once again, 


And look'd, upon, I hope, with chearful eyes. 
Pemb. This once again, but that your Highneſs 
pleas'd, 
Was once ſuperfluous ; you were crown'd before, 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off : 
The faiths of men, ne'er ſtained with revolt; 
Freſh expeRation troubled not the land 
With any long'd-for change, or better ſtate. 
Sal. Therefore to be poſſeſs'd with double pomp, 
To guard a title that was rich before; 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lilly, 
To throw a pertume on the violet, 
To ſmooth the ice, or'add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper light 
To ſeek the beauteous eye of heav'n to garniſh ; 
Is waſteful and ridiculous excels. 
Pemb. But that your royal pleaſure muſt be done, 
This act is an ancient tale new told, 
And in the laſt repeating troubleſome, 
Being urged at a time unſeaſonable. 
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Sal. In this the antique and well - noted face. 

Of plain old form is much disfigured; 

And like a ſifted wind unto a fail, 

It makes the courſe of thoughts to fetch about; 

Startles and frights conſideration ; 

Makes ſound opinion ſick, and truth ſuſpected, 
For putting on ſo new a faſhion'd robe. 7h 

Pemb. When workmen ftrive to do better than well, 
They do confound their skill in covetouſneſs; - 
And oftentimes excuſing of a fault, 

Doth make the fault the worſe by the excuſe : 
'As patches ſet upon a little breach, 

Diſcredit more in hiding of the fault 

Than did the fault before it was fo patch d. 

Sal. To this effect, before you were new- crown d, 
We breath'd our counſel ; but it pleas'd your Highneſs 
To over-bear it; yet we're all well pleas'd; 

Since all and every part of what we would, 
Muſt make a ſtand at what your Highneſs will. 

K. Fohn. Some reaſons of this double coronation 
I have poſſeſt you with, and think them ſtrong. 

And more, more ſtrong (the leſſer is my fear) 

I ſhall endue you with : mean time, but ask 5 
What you would have reform'd that is not well, 

And well ſhall you perceive how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requetts. 

Pemb. Then I, as one that am the Tongue of theſe, 
To ſound the purpoſes of all their hearts ; | 
(Both for my ſelf and them; but chief of all, 
Your ſafety ; for the which, my ſelf and they 
Bend their beſt ſtudies ;) heartily requeſt 
Th' infranchiſement of Arthur; whoſe reſtraint 
Doth move the murm'ring lips of diſcontent 
To break into this dang'rous argument. 

If what in reſt you have, in right you hold, | 
Why ſhou'd your fears, (which, as they fay, attend 
The ſteps of wrong) then move you to mew up 

Your tender kinfman, and to choke his days 

With barb'rous ign'rance, and deny his youth 

The rich advantage of good exercite ? 

That the time's enemies may not have this 

To grace occaſions, let it be our ſuit, 


That 
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That you have bid us ask his liberty; 

Which for our good we do no further ask, 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal that ne have liberty 


Enter Hubert. 


K. Fele. Let it be ſo; I do commit his youth 
To your direction. Hubert, what news with you? 
Pemb. This is the man ſhould do the bloody deed : 
He ſhew'd his warrant to a Friend of mine, 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye; that cloſe aſpect of his 
Does ſhew the mood of a much troubled breaſt. 
And I do fearfully believe 'tis done, 
What we ſo fear'd he had a charge to do. | 
Sal. The colour of the King doth. come and 50, 
Between his purpoſe and his conſcience, 
Like heralds twixt two dreadful battels ſet : 
His paſſion is ſo ripe, it needs muſt break. 
Pemb. And when it breaks, I fear will iſſue thence 
The foul corruption of a ſweet child's death. 
K. Fohn. We cannot hold mortality's ſtrong hand. 
Good lords, although my wilt to give 1s living, 
The ſuit which you demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us Arthur is deceas'd to night. | 
Sal. Indeed we fear'd his ſickneſs was paſt cure. 
Pemb. Indeed we heard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himſelf felt he was ſick. 
This muſt be anſwer'd either here or hence. 
K. Jobn. Why do you bend ſuch ſolemn brows on me? 
Think - you I bear the ſhears of deitiny ? 
Have I commandment on the pulſe of lite ? 
Sal. It is apparent foul-play, and 'tis ſhame 
That greatnels ſhould ſo grolly offer it: 
So thrive it in your game, and ſo, farewel. 
Pemb. Stay yet, lord Salis, II go with thee, 
And find th' inheritance of this poor child, 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood which own'd the breadth of all chis ifle 
Thtee foot of it doth hold; bad world the while! 
This mult not be thus born, this will break out 
To all our ſorrows, and ere long I doubt. [ Exeunt. 
T 1 BY Later 
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Enter Meſſenger. 


K. John. They burn in indignation ; I repent. 
There is no ſure foundation ſet on blood; 

No certain life atchiev'd by others death [ H/ede. 
A fearful eye thou haſt; where is that blood [To the Me/. 
'That I have ſeen inhabit in thoſe cheeks ? 

So foul a sky clears not without a ftorm ; 

Pour down thy weather : how goes all in France ? 

Meſ. From France to England never ſuch a power, 

For any foreign preparation, 

Was levy'd in the body of a land. 

The copy of your ſpeed is learn'd by them; 
For when you ſhould be told they do prepare, 
The tidings come, that they are all arriv'd. 

K. Fohn. Oh where hath our intelligence been drunk ; 
Where hath it flept ? where is my mother's care? 
'That ſuch an army ſhould be nk in France, 

And ſhe not hear of it ? 

Meſ. My Liege, k i ear 
Is ſtopt with duſt: firſt of April dy'd 
Your noble mother; and as I hear, my lord, 

The lady Conſtance in a frenzie dy'd 
Three days before : but this from rumour's tongue 
I idely heard; if true or falſe, J know not. 

K. Job. Withhold thy ſpeed, dreadful occaſion ! 

O make a league with me, till I have pleas'd 
My diſcontented peers. My mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my eſtate in France ? 
Under whoſe conduct came thoſe powers of France, 
That thou for truth giv'ſt out are landed here? 

Meſ. Under the Dauphin. 


Enter Baſtard and Peter of Pomfret. 


K. Jobn. Thou haſt made me giddy 
With theſe ill tidings. Now, what ſays the world 
To your proceedings? Do not ſeek to ſtuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Baſt. But if you be afraid to hear the worſt, 

Then let the worſt unheard fall on your head. 

K. John. Bear with me, coufin, for I was amaz'd 
Under the tide, but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood ; and can give audience 
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To any tongue, ſpeak it of what it will. 
Bat. How I have ſped among the clergy-men, 
Tke ſums I have collected ſhall expreſs. 

But as I travelld hither through the land, 

I find the People ſtrangely fantaſied ; 

Poſſeſt with rumours, full of idle dreams; 

Not knowing what they fear, -but full of fear. 
And here's a prophet that I brought with me, 
From forth the ſtreets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels : 

To whom he ſung in rude harſh-ſounding rhimes, 
That ere the next 4/cenfion-day at noon 

Your Highneſs ſhould deliver up your crown. 

K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore did'ſt thou ſo? 

Peter. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo. 

K. John. Hubert, away with him; impriſon him. 
And on that day at noon, whereon he ſays 
I ſhall yield up my crown, let him be hang'd. 

Deliver him to ſafety, and return, 
For I muſt uſe thee. O my gentle couſin, 
Hear'ſt thou the News abroad, who are arriv'd ? | 

Baſt. The French, my lord; mens mouths are full of it; 
Beſides, I met lord Bigot and lord Salisbury, 

With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire, 

And others more, going to ſeek the grave 

Of Arthur, who they fay is kill'd to night , 
On your ſuggeſtion. f 

K. Fohn. Gentle kinſman, go 
And thruſt thy ſelf into their company, 

I havea way to win their loves again : 
Bring them before me. 

Baſt. I will ſeek them out. 

K. John. Nay, but make haſte ; the better foot before? 
O, let me have no ſubjects enemies, N 
When adverſe foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of ſtout invaſion. 

Be Mercury, ſet feathers to thy heels, 
And fly, like thought, from them to me again. 

Baſt. The Spirit of the time ſhall teach me ſpeed. ¶ Leit. 

K. John. Spoke like a ſprightful noble gentleman. 
Go after him ; for he perhaps ſhall need 
Some meſſenger betwixt me and the peers, 
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And be thou he. 
Meſ. With all my heart, my Liege. 
K. John. My mother dead? 


Enter Hubert. 


Hub. * lord, they ſay ſive moons were ſeen to- 
night: 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wond'rous motion. 
K. Jahn. Five moons? | 
Hub. Old men and beldams, in the ſtreets 
Do propheſie upon it dangerouſly : 
Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths, 
And when they talk of him they ſhake their heads, 
And whiſper one another in the ear. 
And he that ſpeaks, doth gripe the hearer's wriſt, 
« Whilſt he, that hears makes fearful action 
« With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes, 
© I ſaw a ſmith ſtand with his hammer thus, 
« The whilſt his iron did on th'anvil cool, 
With open mouth ſwallowing a taylor's news; 
Who with his ſhears and meaſure in his hand, 
Standing on flippers, which his nimble haſte 
Had falſely thruſt upon contrary feet; 
« Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 
© That were embattelled and rank'd in Kent. 
Another lean, unwaſh'd artificer, 
C 5 off his tale, and talks of Aribur's death. 
K. John. Why ſeek'it thou to poſſeſs me with theſe 
fears? 
Why urgeſt thou ſo oft young Arthur's death? 
Thy hand hath murther'd him : I had a cauſe 
To wiſh him dead, but thou had'ſt none to kill him. 
Hub. Had none, my lord? why, did you not pro- 
voke me ? 
K. John. It is the curſe of Kings, to be antes 
By ſlaves that take their humours for a warrant, 
To hreak into the bloody houſe of lite: 
And on the winking of authority 
To underſtand a law, to know the meaning 
Of dang'rous majeſty, when perchance it trowns 
More upon humour, than advis'd reſpect. 
Hub, Here is your hand on ſeal for what I did. 
K. Jon. 
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K. Fohn. Oh. when the laſt account *twixt heav'n 

and earth 

Is to be made, then ſhall this hand and ſeal 

Witneſs againſt us to damnation. 

How oft the ſight of means to do il! deeds, 

Make deeds ill done? for hadſt not thou been by, 

A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 

Quoted, and ſign'd to do a deed of ſhame, 

This murther had not come into my mind, 

But taking note of thy abhorr'd aſpect, 

Finding thee ſit for bloody villany, 

Apt, liable to be employ'd in danger, 

I fainily broke with thee of Arthur's death. 

And thou, to be endeared to a King, 

Mad'ſt it no conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 
Hub. My lord 
K. John. Hadſt thou but ſhook thy head, or made a 

uſe 

When I ſpake darkly what I purpoſed : 

Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 

Or bid me tell my tale in expreſs words; 

Deep ſhame had ſiruck me dumb, made me break of, 

And thoſe thy fears might have wrought fears in me. 

But thou didit underſtand me by my figns, 

And did'ſt in ſigns again parley with fin ; 

Yea, without ſtop did'k let thy heart conſent, 

And conſequently thy rude hand to at 

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name — 

Out of my ſight, and never ſee me more 

My nobles leave me, and my ſtate is brav'd 

Ev'n at my gates, with ranks of foreign pow'rs ; 

Nay, 1a the body of this fleſhly land, 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hoſtility and civil tumult reigns, 

Between my conſcience, and my coufin's death. 
Huub. Arm you againſt your other enemies, 

I'll make a peace between your foul and you. 

Young 4thur is alive, this hand of mine 

Is yet a maicen, and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with the crimſon ſpots of blood. 

Within this boſom never enter'd yet 

The dreadful motion of a murd'rous thought. 
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And you have flander'd nature in my form, 
Which howſoever rude exteriorly, 
Js yet the cover of a fairer mind, 
'Than to be butcher of a guiltleſs child. 
K. Fohn. Doth Arthur live? O haſte thee to the peers, 
Throw this report on their incenſed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgive the comment that my paſſion made 
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
"Preſented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anſwer not, but to my cloſet” bring 
The angry lords with all expedient haſte. 
I conjure thee but ſlowly : run more faſt. [Exeunt, 


Enter Arthur on the Walls. 


Arth. The wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 
Good ground be pitiful, and hurt me not. 
There's few or none do know me: if they did, 
This ſhip-boy's ſemblance hath diſguis'd me quite. 
I am afraid, and yet I'll venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
PII find a thouſand ſhifts to get away; 
As good to die, and go; as die, and ſtay. ¶ Leaps down, 
Oh me! my uncle's ſpirit is in theſe ſtones : 
Heav'n take my ſoul, and Emgland keep my bones. 
[Dies. 
Enter Pembroke, Salisbury and Bigot. 
Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmundsbary ; 
It is our ſafety, and we muſt embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 
Pem. Who brought that letter from the Cardinal ? 
Sal. The Count Melur, a nable lord of France, 
Whole Private with me of the Dauphir's love, 
Is much more gen'ral than theſe lines impgrt. 
Bigot. To-morrow morning let us meet 44 then. 
Sal. Or rather then ſet forward, for 'twill 
Two long days journey, lords, or ere we meet. 


Enter baftard. 


Baß. Once more to-day well met, diſtemper'd lords; 
The King by me requeſts your preſence ſtrait. 


Fal. 
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Sal. 


We had a kind of light —_ would enſue. 
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Sal. The King hath diſpoſſeſt himſelf of us; 
We will not line his thin beſtained cloke 
With our pure honours : nor tend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where-e'er it walks. 
Return, and tell him ſo: we know the worſt. 
Baſt. Whate'er you think, good words I think were 
belt. 
Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reaſon now. 
Baft. But there is little reaſon in your grief, 
Therefore *twere reaſon you had manners now. 
Pemb. Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilege. 
Baft. Tis true, to hurt its maſter, no man elſe. 
Sal. This is the priſon ; what is he lyes here? 
[Seeing Arthur, 
Pemb. Oh death, made proud with pure and princely 
beauty ! | 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 
Sal. Murder, as hating what himſelf hath done, 
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. 
Bigot. Or when he doom'd this beauty to the grave, 
Found it too precious princely for a grave. 
Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think, 
Or do you almoſt think, altho you ſee, 
What you do ſee ? could thought without this object 
Form ſuch another ? 'tis the very top, 
The heighth, the creſt, or creſt unto the creſt 
Of murder's arms ; this is the bloodieſt ſhame, 
The wildeſt ſavag' ry, the vileſt ſtroak, 
Fhat ever wall-ey'd wrath, or ſtaring rage 
Preſented to the tears of ſoft remorſe. 
Pemb. All murders paſt do ſtand excus'd in this; 
And this ſo ſole, and ſo unmatchable, 
Shall give a holineſs, a purity, 
To the yet-unbegotten fins of Time ; 
And prove a deadly blood-ſhed but a jeſt, '1 
Exampled by this heinous ſpectacle. 
Baſt. It is a damned and a bloody work, 
The graceleſs action of a heavy hand, 
If that it be the work of any hand. 
Sale If that it be the work of any hand ? 
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It is the ſhameful work of Hubert's hand, 
The practice, and the purpoſe of the King: 

From whoſe obedience I 1010 my ſoul, 

Kneeling before this ruin of ſweet life, 

And breathing to this breathleſs excellence 

The incenſe of a vow, a holy vow ! | 

Never to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 

Never to be infected with delight, 

Nor converſant with eaſe and idleneſs, 

Till I have ſet a glory to this hand, 

By giving it the worſhip of revenge, 

Pemb. Bigot. Our ſouls religiouſly confirm thy words. 


Enter Hubert, 


Hub, Lords, I am hot with haſte, in ſeeking you 

Arthur doth live, the King hath ſent for you. 

Sal. Oh he is beld, and bluſhes not at death; 

Avant thou hateful villain, get thee gone. 

Hub. I am no villain. | | 
Sal. Muſt T rob the law? [ Draaving his Sword. 
Bat. Your ſword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 
Sal. Not till I ſheath it in a murd'rer's skin. 2 

Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, ſtand back, I ſay, 

By heav'n I think my ſword's as harp as yours. 

I would not have you, lord, forget your ſelf, 

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence 

Leſt I, by marking of your rage, forget 

Your worth, your greatneſs, and nobility, 

Bigot. Out dunghill, dar'ſt thou brave a nobleman ? 
Hub. Not for my life ; but yet I dare defend 

My innocent life againſt an Emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a murd'rer. | 

F Hub, Do not prove me ſo; 

Yet, I am none. Whoſe tongue ſoe'er ſpeaks falſe, 

Not truly ſpeaks ; who ſpeaks not truly, lyes. 
Pemb. Cut him to pieces. 

Baſt. Keep the peace, I ſay. 
Sal. Stand by, or J ſhall gaul you, Faulconbridge. 
Baſt. Thou wert better gaul the devil, Salisbury. 

If thou but frown on me, or ſtir thy foot; 

Or teach thy haſty ſpleen to do me ſhame, 

I'll ſtrike thee dead. Put up thy ſward betime, 
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Or I'll ſo maul you, and your toſting-iron, 
That you ſhall think the devil is come from hell. 
Bigot. What will you do, renowned Faulconbridge ? 
Second a villain, and a murderer ? | | 
Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none. 
Bigot. Who kill'd this Prince? 
Hub, Tis not an hour fince I left him well: 
J honour'd Him, I lov'd him, and will weep ' 
My date of life out, for his ſweet life's loſs. 
Sal. Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villany is not without ſuch rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it ſeem 
Like rivers of remorſe and innocence, 
Away with me, all you whoſe ſouls abhor 
Th' uncleanly favour of a ſlaughter-houſe, 
For I am ſtifled with the ſmell of fin. 
Bigot. Away tow'rd Bury, to the Dauphin there. 
Pemb. There tell the King he may enquire us out. 


[Exeunt lords. | 


Baſt. Here's a good world; knew you of this fair 
work ? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleſs reach 
Of mercy, (if thou didſt this deed of death) 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 
Hub Do but hear me, Sir. 

Baſt. Ha? I'll tell thee what, | 
Thou'rt damn'd ſo black —— nay, nothing is ſo black; 
'Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Lucifer, 

There is not yet ſo ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou ſhalt be, if thou didſt kill this child. 

Hub. Upon my ſoul 

Buſt. If thou didſt but conſent 
To this moſt cruel act, do but deſpair ; | 
And if thou want'ſt a cord, the ſmalleſt thread 
That ever ſpider twiſted from her womb 
Will ſtrangle thee; a ruſn will be a beam 
To hang thee on: Or would'ſt thou drown thy ſe!f, 
Put but a little water in a ſpoon, 

And it ſhall be as all the ocean, 
Enough to ſlifle ſuch a villain up, 
I do ſuſpect thee very grievoully. 
Hab. If I in act, conſent, gr fin of thought, 
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Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweet breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me. 


II 


Baſt. Go, bear him in thine arms. 
I am amaz'd, methinks, and loſe my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 
How eaſy doſt thou take all Egland up, 
From forth this morſel of dad royalty ? 
The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heav'n, and England now is leſt 
To tug and ſcramble, and to part by th' teeth 
The un-owed intereſt of proud-ſwelling ſlate. 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of majelty, 
Doth dogged war briſtle his angry creſt, 
And ſnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace. 
Now pow'rs from home and diſcontents at home 
Meet in one line: and vaſt confuſion waits 
(As doth a Raven on a ſick fall'n beaſt) 
The imminent decay of wreſted pomp. N 
Now happy he, whoſe cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempeſt. Bear away that child, 
And follow me with ſpeed; I'll to the King; 
A thouſand buſineſſes are brief at hand, | 
And heav'n it ſelf doth frown upon the land. [Exeuns. 
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| ACT V. 
Enter King John, Pandulph, and Attendants. 


K. John. *HUS I have yielded up into your hand 
1 The circle of my glory. 
[Giving the crown. 

Pard. Take again 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope 
Your ſoveraign greatneſs and authority. 

X. Fohn. Now keep your holy word; go meet the French, 
Ard from his holineſs uſe all your power ; 
To'ſtop their marches ſore we are enflam'd. 
Our diſcontented counties do revok, 

Our people quarrel with obedience, 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of ſaul 


To 


My crown I ſhould give off? even ſo I have: 


An empty casket, where the jewel, life, 
Buy ſome damn'd hand was robb d and ta'en away. 
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To ſtranger- blood, to foreign royalty 3 

This inundatien of diſtemper'd humour 

Reſts by you only to be qualify d. 

Then pauſe not; for — preſent time's ſo fick, 

That preſent med'cine muſt be miniſtred, 

Or overthrow incurable inſues. 
Pand. It was my breath that blew this tempeſt up, 

Upon your ſtubborn uſage of the Pope: 

But ſince you are a gentle convertite, 

My tongue ſhall huſh again this ſtorm of war, 

And make fair weather in your bluſt ring land. 

On this Aſcenſion-day remember well, 

Upon your oath of ſervice to the Pope, 

Go ] to make the French lay down their arms. {[Exi, 
K. Fohn. Is this Aſcenſion- day did not the prophet 

Say, that before Acenſſon day at noon 


I did ſuppoſe it ſhould be on conſtraint, 
But, heav'n be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 


Enter baſtard. 


All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 

But 1 over-Caft le: London hath receiv d, 
Like a kind — the Dauphin and his powers. 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer ſervice to your enemy; © 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The title number of your doubtful friends. 

K. John. Would not my lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthar was alive? 

Baſt. They found him dead, and caſt into the ſtreets, 


K. Joba. That villain Hubert told me he did live. 
Baſt. So on my ſoul he did, for ought he knew: 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you fad ? 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought: 
Let not the world ſee fear and fad diſtruſt 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye ; 
Be ſtirring as the time, be fire with fire ; 
Threaten the threatner, and out-face the brow 
Of bragging horror : ſo ſhall inferior eyes, 
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That borrow their behaviours from the great, 


Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntleſs ſpirit of reſolution. 

Away, and gliſter like the God of war 
When he intendeth to become the field; 
Shew boldneſs and afpiring confidence. 


4s 


What, ſhall they ſeek the Lion in his den, 


And fright him there ? and make him tremble there ? 
Oh let it not be faid ! Forage, and run 
To meet diſpleafure farther from the doors, 
And grapple with him ere he come ſo. nigh. 
K. John. The legate of the Pope hath been with me, 
And I have made a happy peace-with him ; 
And he hath 2 to diſmiſs che enen 
Led by the Daapbin. 
Baſt. Oh inglorious league 
Shall we upon the footing of our land _ 
Send fair-play-orders, and make compromiſe, 
Inſinuation, parly, and baſe truce, £1 
To arms invaſive ? ſhall a beardleſs boy, 
A cockred, ſilken, wanton, brave our fields, 
And fleſh his fpirit in a warlike ſoul, 
Mocking the air with colours idely ſpread, 
And find no check ? let us, my Liege, to arms: 
Perchance the Cardinal can't make your peace; 
Or if he do, let it at leaſt be ſaid 
be ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence. 
K. John. Have theu the ord'ring of this preſent time. 
Baſe. Away then, with good courage; yet I know 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [IE. 


Euter in arms Lewis, Saliſbury, Melun, Pembroke, 
' Bigot, and Soldiers. ' 


3 My lord Malus, let this be copied out, 


And keep it ſafe for our remembrance: 


Return the preſident to theſe lords again, 

That having our fair order written down; 

Both they and we — o'er theſe notes, 

May know wherefoxe we took the ſacrament, 

And keep our faiths firm and invielable. 

Sal. Upon our fides it never ſhall. be broken. 

And, noble Dauphin, albeit we ſwear | 
A voluntary zeal and un-urg'd faith - - Fn 


To your proceedings; yet believe me, Prince, 
I am not glad that ſuch a fore of time 

Should ſeek a plaiſter by contemn'd revolt, 
And heal th' invetrate canker of one wound, 0 
By making many. Oh it grieves my ſoul, 
That I muſt draw this metal from my ſide 
To be a widow maker: Oh, and there 
Where honourable reſcue, and defence, 

Cries out upon the name of Saliſbury. 

But ſuch is the infection of the time, 

That for the health and phyſick of our right, 
We cann6t.deal but with the very hand 

Of ſtern injuſtice, and confuſed wrong. 

And 1s't not pity, oh my grieved friends ! 
That we, the ſons and children of this ile, - 
Were born to ſee ſo {ad an hour as this, 
Wherein we ſtep after a ſtranger, march 


Upon her gentle boſom, and fill up 


Her enemies ranks? I muſt withdraw and weep 
Upon the ſpot, for this enforced cauſe, 
To grace the gentry of a land remote, 
And follow unacquainted colours here ! 
What, here? O natien, that thou could'ſt remove 
That Neptune's arms who clippeth thee about, 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thy elf, 
And grapple thee unto a Pagan ſhore ! 
Where theſe two chriſtian armies might combine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league, 
And not to ſpend it ſo un-neighbourly. 

Lewis. A noble temper doit thou ſhew in this, 
And great affection wreſtling in thy boſom 
Doth make an earthquake of nability. 
Oh what a noble combat haſt thou fought, 
Between compulſion, and a brave reſpect! 
Oh what a noble compuliion, and a brave reſpect! 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 
That ſilverly doth progreſs on thy cheeks. 
My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
Being an ordinary inundation + -- 
But this eftuſion of ſuch manly drops, 
This ſhow'r blown up by tempeſt of the ſou), 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz d, 

| Than 
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Than had I ſeen the vaulty top of heavn 
Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors, 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this ſtorm. 
Commend theſe waters to thoſe baby-eyes 

That never ſaw the giant-world enrag'd ; 

Nor met with fortune, other than at feaſts, 

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of goſſipping, 
Come, come, for thou ſhalt thruſt thy hand as deep 
Into the purſe of rich proſperity 

As Lewis himſelf; fo, nobles, fhall you all, 

That knit your ſinews to the ſtrength of mine. 


Enter Pandulph. A 


And even there methinks an angel ſpake, 
Look where the holy legate comes apace, 
To give us warrant from the hand of heav'n, 
And on our actions ſet the name of right 
With holy breath. n 

Pand. Hail, noble Prince of France 
The next is this: King Job hath reconcil'd 
Himſelf to Rome; his ſpirit is come in, 
That ſo ſtood out againſt the holy church, 
That great metropolis and ſee of Rome. 
Therefore thy threatning colours now wind up, 
And tame the ſavage ſpirit of wild war; 
That like a Lion foſter'd up at hand, 
It may lye gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no further harmful than in ſhew. "2 

Lewis, Your grace ſhall pardon me, I will not back : 
I am too high born to be, properited, 
To be a ſecondary at controul, 
Or uſeful ſerving-man, and inſtrument 
To any ſoveraign ſtate throughout the world. 
Your breath firit kindled the dead coal of war, 
Between this chaſtis'd kingdom and my ſelf, 
And brought in matter that ſhould feed this fire, 
And now 'tis far. too huge to be blown out 
With that ſame weak wind which inkindled it. 
You, taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with int'reſt to this land, 
Yea, thruſt this enterprize into my heart : 
And come ye now to tell me Jobn hath made His 
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His peace with Rome ? what is that peace to me? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, 
After young Artbur, claim this land for mine: 
And now it is half conquer'd, muſt I back, 11 
| Becauſe that Fob hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Rome's ſlave ? what penny hath Rome born? 
What men provided ? what munition ſent, 
To under-prop this action? is't not I 
That undergo this charge? who elſe but I, 
And ſuch as to my claim are liable, , 
Sweat in this buſineſs, and maintain this war ? 
Have I not heard theſe iſlanders ſhout gut | 
Vive le Ray, as J have bank'd their towns? 
Have I not here the beſt cards for the game 
To win this eaſie match, plaid for a crown? 
And ſhall I now give Oer the yielded ſet ? 
No, on my ſoul, it never ſhall be ſaid. 
Pand. You look but on the outſide of this work. 
Lewis. Outfide or inſide, I will not return, 
Till my attempt ſo much be glorified, 
As to my ample hope was promiſed 
Before I drew this gallant head of war, 
And cull'd theſe fiery ſpirits from the world 
To outlook conqueſt, and to win renown 
Ev'n in the jaws of danger, and of death. [Trumpet ſounds. 
What luſty trumpet thus doth ſummon us ? 


7 Enter Baſtard. 


Baff According to the fair phy of the world, 
Let me have audience: I am ſent to ſpeak : 

My holy lord of Milain, from the King 
T come, to learn how you have dealt for him ? 
And as you anſwer, I do know the ſcope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful, oppoſite, 
And will not temporize with my entreaties : 
He flatly ſays he'll not lay down his arms. 

Baſt. By all the blood that ever fury breath'd, - 
The youth ſays well. Now hear our ENI King, 
For thus his royalty doth ſpeak in me : 
He is prepar'd, and reaſon too he ſhould. 


This | 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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This apiſh and waar mori approach, 


This harneſsd mask, and unadviſed revel, 
This unheard ſawcineſs and boyiſh troops, 

The King doth ſmile at; and is well-prepar'd 
To whip this dwarfiſh war, theſe pigmy arms, 
From out the circle of his territories. 

That hand which had the ſtrength, ev'n at your door 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch, 
To dive likg buckets in concealed wells, 

To crouch in litter of your ſtable planks, 

Tolye like pawns, lock'd up in cheſts and trunks, 
To herd with ſwine, to ſeek ſweet ſafety out 

In vaults and priſons, and to thrill and ſhake 
Ev'n at the crying of our nation's crow, 
Thinking his voice an armed Engliſhman ; 

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 

'That in your chambers gave you chaſtiſement ? 
No ; know the gallant monarch is in arms, 
And like an Eagle o'er his Aiery tow'rs, 

To ſouſe annoyance that comes near his neſt. 

And you degen'rate, you ingrate revolters, 

You bloody Nero's, ripping up the womb 

Of your dear mother Eng/and, bluſh for ſhame. 
For your own ladies, and pale-viſag'd maids, | 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums; 

Their thimbles into armed gantlets change, 

Needles to lances, and their gentle hearts - 

To fierce and bloody inclination. | 

Lewis. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in 

ace, n 
We le thou canſt out · ſcold us; fare thee well: 
We hold aur time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſuch a babler. 

Pand Give mie leave to ſpeak. 

Baſt. No, I will ipcak. 

Lewis. We will attend to neither : 

Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead for cur int'reſt, and our being here. 

Baſt. Indeed your drums being beaten, will cry out; 
And ſo ſhall you, being beaten ; do but ſtart 
And eccho with the clameur of thy drum, 
And ev'n at hand a drum is rcady brac'd, 


That 
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That ſhall reverb'rate all as loud as thine. 
Sound but another, and another ſhall _ 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder. For at hand 
(Not truſting to this halting legate here, 5 
Whom he hath us'd rather for ſport than deed) 
Is warlike John; and in his forehead fits - 
A bare ribb'd death, whoſe office is this day 
Yo feaſt upon whole thouſands of the French. | 
Lewis. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 
3a. And thou ſhalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt. 
| [Exeunt. 
Alarms. Enter King John and Hubert. 
K. John, How goes the day with us? oh tell me, 
Hubert. 
Hub. Badly, I fear; how fares your Majeſty ? | 
K. John. This feaver that hath troubled me ſo long, 
Lyes heavy on me: Oh, my heart is fick ! 


Enter a Megenger. 


Me/. My lord, your valiant kinſman, Faulcorbr. age, 
Defires your Majeſty to leave the field, | 
And ſend him word by me which way you go. 

K. Now: Tell him, tow'rd Swinfted, to the Abby 

there. | 

Me/. Be of good com fort: For the great ſupply 
That was expected by the Dauphin here, 
Are wrack'd three nights ago on Goodwin ſands. 
This news was brought to Richard but ev'n now, 
The French fight coldly, and retire themſelves. 

K. John. Ah me! this tyrant feaver burns me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news.” 
Set on tow'rd Sxwinrfed; to my litter ſtrait, | 
Weakneſs poſſeſſeth me, and I am faint. [Exeunt. 


E ater Salisbury, Pembroke and Bigot. 


Sal. I did not think the King fo ſtor'd with friends. 
Pem. Up once again; put ſpirit in the Bench: 
If they miſcarry, we miſcarry too. 
Sal. That miſ-begotten devil. Faulconbridee, 
In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. 
Pemb. They fay, King John ſore ſick hath left the field. 
| Enter 
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om | Enter Melun wounded. 


Ng Lead me to the revolts of Eng/and here. 
When we were happy, we had as names. 

Pe It is the Count Melun. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Melun. Fly, noble Englip, you are bought and (Md ; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, 
And welceme nr ae again diſcarded faith. 
Seek out King Jobn, and fall before his feet: 
For if the French be lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompence the pains you take, 
By cutting off your heads ; thus hath he ſworn, 
And J with him, and many more with me, 
Upon the altar at St. Edmondsbury, + 
Ev* n on that altar where we ſwore to you 
Dear amity and everlaſting love. 

Sal. May this be poflible ! may this be true 

Melun. Have I not hideous death within my view? 
Retaining but a quaintity of lite, 
Which bleeds away, ev'n as a form of wax 
Reſolveth from its figuzs gainſt the fire? 


What in the world ſhould make me now , 


Since I muſt loſe the uſe of all deceit ? 

Why ſhould I then be falſe, ſince it is true 
That I muſt die here, and live hence by truth ? 
I fay again, if Lewis win the day, 

He is forſworn if e er thoſe eyes of yours 


Behold another day break in the Eaft : 


But ev'n this night, whoſe black contagious breath 
Already ſmoaks about the burning creſt _ | 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied ſun, 

Ev'n this ill night, your breathing ſhall expire; 
Paying the fine of rated treachery, 

Ev'n with a treacherous fine of all your lives, 

If Lewis by your aſſiſtance win the day. 

Commend me to. ohe Hubert, with your King 3 
The love of him, and this reſpect beſides 

(For that my grandſire was an Engli/oman,) 

Awakes my conſcience to confeſs all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 

From forth the noiſe and rumour of the field; 


Where 
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Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 

In peace, and part this body and my ſoul, 

With contemplation, and devout defires. | 
Sat. We do believe thee, and beſhrew my ſoul 

But I do love the favour and the form 

Of this moſt fair occaſion, by the which 

We will untread the ſteps ef damned flight; 

And like a bated and retired flood, | 

Leaving our rankneſs and irregular courſe, 

Stoop low within thoſe bounds we have o'er-look'd, 

And calmly run on in obedience 

Ev'n to our Ocean, to our great King Jobn, 

My arm ſhall give thee help to bear thee hence, 

For I do ſee the cruel pangs of death | 
Right in thine eyes. Away, my friends, and fly! [ Exe. 


Enter Lewis and his Train. 


Lewis. The ſun of heav'n, methought, was loth ta ſet, 
But ſtaid, and made the weſtern welkin bluſh ; 
When th' Ezgliſb meaſur'd backward their own ground 
In faint retire : Oh bravely came we off, 
When with a volley of our needleſs ſhot, 
After ſuch bloody toil we bid good night, 
And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up, 
Laſt in the field, and almoſt lords of it. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Where is my Prince, the Dauphin? 
Lewis. Here, what news ? 
Mef. The Count Melun is lain : the Englif lords 
By his perſwaſion are at length fall'n off, 
And your ſupply which you have wiſh'd ſo long 
Are caſt away and ſunk on Goodavin ſands. 
Lewis. Ah foul ſhrewd news. Beſhrew th heart, 
I did not think to be ſo fad to-night Fog. * 
As this hath made me. Who was he that ſaid 
King Jabn did fly an hour or two before 
The ſtumbling night did part our weary powers? 
Me. Whoever ſpoke it, it is true, my lord. 
Lew. Well ; keep good quarter, and good care to-night, 
The day ſhall not be up ſo ſoon as I, 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Exe, 
Enter 
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Enter Baſlard and Hubert 
the. Who's there ? peak, ho, ſpeak quickly, or, I 
oot. 
Baff. A friend. What art thou? 
Hub. Of the part of England. 
Baſt. And whither doſt thou go? . 
Hub. What's. that to thee? 
Why may not I demand of thine affairs, - 
As well as thou of mine ? | 
Baſt. Hubert, I think. 
Hub. Thou haſt a perfect thought: 
J will upon all hazards well believe 
Thou art my friend, that know'ſt my tongue ſo well: 


Who art thou ? 


Baft. Who thou wilt; and if thou pleaſe 
Thou may'*it be- friend me ſo much, as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 
Hub. Unkind remembrance ; thou and endleſs night 
Have done me ſhame ; brave ſoldier pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue 
Should *{cape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 
Baſt. Come, come; fans complement, what news a- 
broad ? 
Hub. Why here walk I, in the black brow of night, 
To find you out. 
Baft. Brief then: and what's the news ? 
Hub O my ſweet Sir, news fitting to the night, 
Black, fearful, comfortleſs, and horrible. 
Baſt. Shew me the very wound of this ill . 
I am no woman, I'l not ſwoon at it. 
Hub. The King I fear is poiſon'd by a Monk: 
T left- him almoſt ſpeechleſs, and broke out 
T'acquaint you with this evil ; that you might 
The better arm you to the ſudden time, 
Than if you had at leiſure known of this. 
Baſt. How did he take it? who did taſte to him; 
Hub. A Monk, I tell you, a reſolved villain, 
Whoſe bowels ſuddenly burſt out ; the King 
Yet ſpeaks, and peradventure may recover. 
Baſt. Who didſt thou leave to tend his Majeſty ? 
Hub. Why, know you not ? the lords are all come 


back, 
And 
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And brought Prince Henry in their company, 
At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his Majeſty. 
Baſt. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heav'n ! 
And tempt us not to bear above our power. 
I'll tell thee Hubert, half my pow'rs this night 
Paſſing theſe flats, are taken by the tide, 
Theſe Lincoln waſhes have devoured them; 
My ſelf, well mounted, hardly have eſcap'd. 
Away before: Conduct me to the King, 
I doubt he will be dead, or &'er I come. [Exe. 


Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury and Bigot. 
Henry. It is too late, the life of all his blood 


Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain, 

Which ſome ſuppoſe the ſoul's frail dwelling houſe, 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of mortality. 


Enter Pembroke. 


Pemb. His Highneſs yet doth ſpeak, and holds belief 
That being brought into the open air, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poiſon which aſſuleth him. 

Henry. Let him be brought into the orchard here ; 
Doth he ſtill rage ? 

Pemb. He is more patient 
Than when you left him ; even now he ſung. 

Henry. Oh vanity of ſickneſs ! fierce extreams 
In their continuance will not feel themſeves. 
Death having prey'd upon the outward parts 
Leaves them; inviſible his ſiege is now, 
Againſt the mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of ſtrange fantaſies, 
Which in their throng and preſs to that laſt hold, 
Confound themſelves. *Tis ſtrange that death ſhould ſing: 
I am the Sygnet to this pale, faint Swain; 
Who chaunts a doleful hyma to his own death, 
ind from the organ-pipe of frailty ſings _ 
is ſoul and body to their laſting reſt. 
Sal. Be of good comfort, Prince, for you are. born 
Lo ſet a form upon that Indigeit | 850 

| Which 


— 


70 King Jo o HN. 
Which he hath left ſo ſhapeleſs and ſo rude. 
King John brought in. 


K. Fohn. Ay marry, now my ſout hath elbow-room ; 

It would not out at windows, -nor at doors. 
There is ſo hot a ſummer in my boſom, 
That all my bowels crumble up to duſt: 
Jam a ſcribbled form; drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment, and againſt this fre 

Do I ſhrink up. 

Henry. How fares your Majeſty ? 

K. Fobn. Poiſon'd, ill fate ! dead, forſook, caſt off, 
And none of you will bid the winter come 5 
To thruft his icy fingers in my maw ; 

Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courſe 
Through my burn'd boſom : Nor intreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiſs my parched lips, 
And comfort me with.cold. I ask not much, 
I beg cold comfort; and you are ſo ſtrait 
* ſo un hy et you deny me that. 

that there were ſome virtue in my tears, 
That * relieve you. 

K. Jobn. The ſalt of them is hot. 

Within me is a hell, and there the poiſon * 
Is as a fiend, confin'd to tyrannize 
On unreprievable, condemned blood, 


Enter Baſtard. 


1 
1 
Baß. Oh, I am ſcalded with my violent motion, V 
And ſpleen of ſpeed to ſee your Majeſty. Ti 
EK. John. Oh, couſin, thou art come to ſet mine eye; , I 
The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt, | 
And all the ſhrouds, wherewith my life ſhou'd fail, 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one poor firing to ſtay it by, 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; Fo 
And then all this thou ſeeſt, is but a clod 
And module of confounded royalty. 
Baft. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where heav'n he knows how we ſhall anſwer him. ” 
For, in a night, the beſt part of my power, w 
As I upon advantage did remove, 1 W 
ere 
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Were in the waſhes all, unwarily. 

Devoured by the unexpe&d flood. [The King dies. 
Sal. You breathe theſe dead news in as dead an ear: 

My Liege! my lord! — but now a king — now thus. 
Henry. Ev'n ſo muft I run on, and ev'n ſo ſtop. * 
Baſt. Art thou gone ſo? I do but ſlay behind 

To do the office for thee, of revenge : 

And then my ſoul ſhall wait on thee to heav'n, 

As it on earth hath been thy ſervant till. 

Now, now you ſtars, that move in your bright ſpheres, 

Where be your pow'rs ? ſhew now your mended faiths, 


And inſtantly return with me again, 


To puſh deſtruction and N ſhame 
Out of the weak door of our faint ing land: 
Strait let us ſeek, or ſtrait we ſhall be ſought; 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. . 

Sal. It ſeems you know not then ſo much as we: 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at reſt, | 
Who half an hour ſince came from the Dauphin; 
And brings from him ſuch offers of our peace, 
As we with honour and reſpe& may take, 
With purpoſe preſently to leave this war. 

Baſt. He will the rather do it, when he ſees 

Our ſelves well ſinewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 
For many carriages he hath diſpatch'd 
To the ſea- ſide, and put his cauſe and quarrel 
To the diſpoſing of the Cardinal: 
With whom your ſelf, my ſelf, and other lords, 
If you think meet, this afternoon will poſt 


CY 


To conſummate this buſineſs happily. 


Baſt. Let it be ſo ; and you, my noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall wait upon your father's funeral. 

Henry. At Worceſter muſt his body be interr'd, 
For ſo he will'd it. 

Baſt. Thither ſhall it then. 


And 


and ev'n ſo. ſtop. 


What ſurety of the world, what hope, what ſtay, 
When this was now a King, and now is clay? 
Baß. Art thou gone fo? ——— 


_ < — — — 
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And happily may your ſweet ſelf put on 
The lineal ſtate, and glory of the land: 
To whom with all ſubmiſſion on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful ſervices, 
And true ſubjection everlaſtingly. 
Sal. And the like tender of our love we make, 
To reſt without a ſpot for evermore. 
Hen. I have a kind ſoul that would give you thanks, 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 
Baſt. Oh let us pay the time but needful woe, 


Since it hath been before-hand with our griefs. 


This England never did, and never ſhall 

Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 

But when it firſt did help to wound it ſelf. 
Now theſe her Princes are come home again, 


Come the three corners of the world in arms! 


And we ſhall ſhock them. Nought ſhall make us rue, 
If England to it ſelf do reſt but true. [ZE xe. omnes. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
ACOB TONSON, and the other Proprietors of 
the Copies of Shakeſpear's Plays, deſigning to finiſh 

their Edition now publiſhing with all ſpeed, .give Notice, 
That with the laſt Play, they will deliver Gais General 


Titles to each Volume of the whole Work, ſo that each 


Play may be bound in its proper Place: And alſo do 
give further Notice, That any Play of Shateſpear's that 
now is, or hereafter ſhall be out of Print, will be Re- 
printed without delay. So that all Gentlemen who have 
bought theſe Plays ſhall not be difappointed, but may 
depend on having their Sets compleated. | 

N. B. Whereas one R. Walker has propoſed to Pirate 
all Shakeſvear's Plays; but through Ignorance of what 
Plays are Shakeſpear's, did in ſeveral Adwertiſments pro- 
poſe ro print Oedipus King of Thebes, as one of Shake- 
ſpear's Plays ; and has fince printed Tate's King Lear in- 


ftead of Shakeipear's, and in that and Hamlet has omitted 


almoſt one half of he Genuine Editions printed by Tonſon 
ell therefore judge how likely 
olleation of Shakeipear's Plays 
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ACT I SCENE I. 
The COURT. 


Enter ry Richard, John of Gaunt, with other Nobles 
| 2 Attendants. | | 


Kiug Krona. | 
FX LD Fohn of Gaunt, time. honont d Lat 
2 


. caſter „ 
75 Hat thou, according to thy wh ond bond, 
/ Brou ght hither Henry Hereford thy bold 


| Heret ts make good the boilt'rous late ap- 
s h peal, | 
W hich then our leiſure would not let us hear, 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Gaunt, I have, my liege. 
K. Rich. Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him, 


Ifke appeal the Duke on ancient malice, 
;" "EY Or * 


X Or-worthi us a. good ſubject ſhould, ; N 
— owe at wether in, han? 
SGaunt. Anis Lud hem on thar argument, 
On ſome apparent Neef een in um 1 
Ainydwavyour-ithadls e eee. 

K. Rioh. Then call them to our preſence; face to face, 
Aud frowning brow to brew, our ſelves will hear 
Th' accuſer, and th' actuſed freely ſpeak : 
High-ſtomach'd are they both, and tull of ice, 


In rage deaf as the fea; taſtyras fire. 1 a 
SCENE II. 
Enter Bolingbroke an Mowbray. 
. Boing. day many years of happyudays Beſal 


My gracious ſoveraign, my moſt loving liege. 
Mowb -Each-day-ſtill-better-others happineſs; - 
Until the heavens enyying earth's good hap, 
Add anfimmortaWfitlexo yourrcrown, n. 
K. Rich. We thank you both, yet one*butflatters us, + 
As well appeareth by the cauſe you come; 
Namely t appeal eich other of high weſon, 
Couſin of Hereford, what doſt thou object 
Againſt the Duke of Noryolt, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Boling. Firſt, Heaven be the record to my ſpeech, 
In the devotion of a ſubject's love, 
Tend'ring the precious ſafety of my Prince, 
And free from òdthet miſ-hegotten hate, 1 
Come I appellant to this princely preſence. 
Now Thomas Mewbray-de I turn to thee, _ - 
And mark my greeting well; for what I' ſpeak, < ; 
My body fhall make good upon this earth, 
Or my divine"ſoul, anſwer it in beav'n. 
Thou art a traitor and a miſcreant * © 


e 
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2a miſcreant. N | 
Too good to be lo, and too bad to live. 


* 


Z 
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Mowb, Let not my cold words here aecuſe my zeal ; 
"Tis not the tryal of àa woman's war, * 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this cauſe betwixt us twain; 
The blood is hot that muſt be cool'd for this, 
Yet can I not of ſuch. tame patience boaſt; 
As to be huſht, and nought at all to ſay. 
Firſt the fair rey'rence of your highneſsꝭ curbs me 
From giving reins and ſpurs to my free ſpeech, 
W hich elſe wou'd poſt; until it had return'd 


Theſe terms of treaſon doubled down his throat, 


Setting aſide his high blood's royalty, 


Let him but be nokinſman to my liege, 


And I defie him, and I ſpit at him, 

Call him a ſlaaderous coward, and a villain; 

W hich to maintain, | wou'd allow him odds, 

And meet him, were. I ty'd to run a- foot 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Aips, 

Oc any other ground inhabitable, 

W here never Engliſhman durſt ſet his foot. 

Mean time; let this defend my loyalty, 

By all my hopes moſt falſly doth he lye. 
Boling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw my gige, 

Diſclaiming here the kindred-of a King, 

And lay, aſide my high blood's royalty, g 

(Which fear, not rey'rence, makes thee to except:) 

If guilty dread hath left thee ſo much ſtrength, 

As to take up mine, honour's pawn, then ſtoop. 

By that, and all the rites, of knighthoog elſe, 


Will I make good againſt thee, àrm to arm, 


What I haye ſpoken, or thou canſt devile, 


— ä 


— — DIE. 

Since the-morefair and cryſtal is the sky, 
The uglier ſeem the clouds that in-it fly; 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 
With a foul -traicor*s-name ſtuff I thy throst. 
Andi, ſor-pleafe- my foveraign, ere l' move, 
ou 9 my right dtayn ford may 

o. * | 


Let not, er. [ prove, 
A 3 Mowb, 


— 
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* Mowh, I take it up, and by that ſword I ſwear, 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my ſhoulder, 
I'll anſwer thee in any fair degree, Ki! 
Or chivalrous deſign of kcightly tryal ; 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If | be traitor, or unjuſtly fight, * 
K. Kich. What doth our couſin lay to Mowbray's 
charge? 6 
80 muſt be great that can inherit us p 
So much as of a thought of il] in him. | 
beling. Look what | ſaid, my life ſhall prove it true, 
That Mezwbray hath receiv'd eight thouſand nobles, 
In name of lendings for your highneſs ſoldicrs,. 
The which he bath detain'd fer lewd imployments z 
Like a falſe traitor and injurious villain, * 
Beſidee, I ſay, and will in battel prove, 
Or here or elſewhere, to the furtheſt verge, 
That ever was ſurvey'd by Engliſh eye; | 
That all the treaſons for theſe eighteen years, 
« cmplotted and contrived in this land, 
Feich from falle Mowbray heir firſt head and ſpring. 
Further, I ſay, and further will maimiain, 
That he did plot the Duke of Gloxcefter's death, 
Luggeſt his ſoon believing adverſaries, | 
And conſequently, like a traitor-coward, | 
Sluc'd out bis inn'cent ſoul through ſtreams of blood; 
Which blood, like ſacrificing Abel's, cries 72g 
Even from the tongueleſs caverns of the earth, 
To me, for juſtice, and reugh chaſtiſement. 
And by the glorious worth of my deſcent, 
Thisarm ſhall do it, or this liſe be ſpent. | 

K. Rich, How high a pitch his reſolution ſoars! 
Thomas of Norfelk, what ſay'ſt thou to this ? - 

Mowb. O let m ſores turn away his face, 
And bid his ears a little while be deaf, : 

Till I have told this fland'rer of his blood, 
How God and good men hate ſo foul a liar. 

K. Rich, Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and ears; 
Were he my brother, ah, our kingdom's heir, 
As be is but my father's brother's ſon; N05 
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Now by my ſcepter's awe, I make a vow, 
Such neighbour-nearneſs to our ſacred blood 
Shou ld nothing priv'lege him, nor partialize 
Th' unſtoe ping die s of my upright ſoul, 
He is curlabie®, Mowbray, lo art thou, 
Free ſpeech and fearleſs I to thee allow. 

Mowb, Then Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart 
Through the falſe paſſage of thy throat, thou lieſt! 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais, | 
Disburſt I to his highneſs' ſoldiers, 
The other part reſery'd I by conſent, i 
For that my ſoveraign liege was in my debt, "2 
pon remainder of a dear account, 
Since laſt I went to France to fetch his Queen, 
Now ſwallow down that lye. For Glouceſter's death, 
I flew him not, but to mine own diſgrace, 
Neglt cted my (worn duty in that caſe, 
For you, my noble lord of Lancaſter, l 
The honourable father to my foe, 
Once I did lay an ambuſh for your life, 
A treſpaſs that doth vex my grieved ſoul ; 
But ere I laſt receiy'd the ſacrament, 3 
I did confeſs it, and exactly begg'd 
Your grace's pardon; and I hope I had it, 
This is my fault; as for the reſt appeal'd, - 
It iflues from the rancor. of a villain, | 
A recreant and moſt degen'rate traitor : 
Which in my ſelf I bolily will defend, 
And interchangeably hurle down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitor s foot, 
To prove my ſelf a loyal gentleman, 
Even in the beſt blood chamber'd in his boſom; . 
In haſte whereof moſt heartily I pray 
Your highneſs to aſſign our tryal-day. | 

K. Nich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen be rul'd by me z. 
Let's purge this choler without letting blood: “ 

HS A 4 | Good =» 
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Good uncle, let this end where it begun, | 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your ſon. 
Gaunt, To be a make peace ſhall become my age; 
Throw down, my ſon, the Duke of Norfolk's gage. 
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, thfow*down his. 
Gaunt. When, Harry, when? ' 
Obedience bids, I ſhould not bid again. 
ni Nerfelk, throw down, we bid; there is no 
oot, | 
Mowb, My ſelf I throw; dread ſoveraign, at thy foot, 
My life thou ſhalt command; but not my ſhame, 
The one my duty owes ; but my fair name, 
Deſpight of death that lives upon my grave, 
To dark diſhonobr's uſe thou ſhalt not have. 
J am diſgrac'd. impeach'd, and baffled here, 
Pierc'd to the ſou}, with ſlandet's venomid ſpear : 
The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood*- 
Which breath'd this poiſos; 1 | 
K. Rich. Rage muſt "be 'withſtoods eie 
Give me his gage: Lions make Leopards tame. 
* Yea, but not change their ſpots: take but my 
; ame, 44 | 
And I reſign my gage. My dear, dear lord, 
The pureft treaſure mortal times afford, 
Is ſpotleſs reputation; that away, _ 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay, 
A jewel in a ten times barr'd up cheſt, 
Is a bold ſpirit in a loyal breaſt. 2 57 
Mine honour is my life, both grow in one: 
Take honour from me, and my life is done. 
Then, dear my Liege, mine honour let me try, 
In that 1 live, and for that will I die. : 
K. Rich. Couſin, throw'dbwh your gage; do you begin, 
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This we preſcribe though no phy ſician, 
Deep malice makes too deep inciſion : 

Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed, 
Our doctors ſay, this is no time to bleed, 


Good uncle, Cc. 


Bo ling 
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Boling. Oh heau'n defend my ſoul. from ſuch foul ſin, 

Shall I e * nen 

Or with pale beggar, face impeach my beight, - 

Before * out dard, daſtard? Ere.my, tongue 

Shall wound my, honour, with ſuch ferble wrong, 

Or ſound ſo bale a parle, my, teeth ſhall tear 

The ſlayiſh- motive of recanting fear, 

And ſpit it bleeding, in his high diſgrace, 

Where: ſhame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's face. 
1 [Exit Gaunt, 
K. Rich, We were not born to ſue, but to command, 

W hich fince we cannot do to make you frlends, 

Be ready, as your lives ſnall anſwer it, | 

At Coventry upon Saint Lambert's day. 

There ſhall your ſwords and; lances arbitrate 

The ſwelling diff'rence of your ſettled. hate: 

Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall ſee 

Juſtice decide-the victor's chivalry, 

Lord Marſhal, bid our officers at arms | 

Be ready to direct theſe home-alarms, '[Exennt- 


——_— 
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SCENE Ul. 


Enter Gaunt and Dutcheſs of Glouceſter, 
Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Glo'fter's blood, 
Doth more ſolicit me than your exclaims, 
Ta ſtir againſt the butchers of his life. _ 
Bur-fince correction lyeth in thoſe hands, 
Which made the fault that-we cannot correct, 
Put we our quarrel to the will of heav'n; 
Who when it ſees the hours xipe on earth, 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders heads. 
Dutch. Finds brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpur ? 
Hath love jn thy old blood no living fire? 
Edward's ſev'n ſons, whereof thy ſeif att one, 
Were as ſev'n vials of his ſacred blood; l 
Or ſev'a fair branches ſpringing from one root: 
Some of thoſe ſev'n are dey'd by nature's courſe; 
Some of thoſe branches by the doſt'nies cut: 
-7 (pn A 5 But 
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Put Thomas, my dear lord, my life, m/ Glo. ur, 
(One vial full of Edward's ſacred blood, 
One flouriſhing branch of his moſt royal root) 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor ſpilt; + 
Is hackt down, and his ſur mer's leaves all faded, 
By «nvy's hand and murder's bloody axe! 
Ah Gaunt / his blood was thine ; that bed, that womb, 
That metal, that ſelf-moul4 that faſhion'd thee, - | 
Made him a man; and though thou liv'ſt and breg;h'fty. 
Vet are thou flain in him; thou deſt conſent 
In'fome large meaſure to thy father's death; 
In that thou ſeeſt thy wretched brother die, 
Who was the model of thy father's life. 
Call it nst pati nce, Gaunt, it is deſpair, 
In ſuff1ing thus thy brother to be ſlaughter's, 
Thou ſhew'ſt the naked pathway to thy life, 


. Teaching ſlern murther how to butcher thee. 


That which in mean men we entitle patience, 

Is pale cold cowardiſe in noble breaſts, 

What ſhall I ſay? te {:feguard thine own life, 

The beſt way is to'venge my Cle er's death, 
Gaunt, God's is the quarrel; for God's ſubſtitute, 

His deputy anointed in his ſight, 0 

Hah caus'd his death; the which if wrongfully, 

Let God. revenge, for I may never lift 

An angry arm againſt his miu. ſter. | 
Dutch,” Where then, alas, may I complain my ſelf? 
Gaunt, To heav'n, the widow's champion and defence. 
Dutch, Why then I will: farewel, old Gaunt fare wel. 

Thou go'ft re Coventry, there to behoJd _ Ms 

Hor couſin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight. 

O fit my hr=band's wrongs on Hereferd's ſpear, 

That i may enter butcher Mowbray's breaft ! 

Ox-if, misfortune raiſs the firſt career, 

Re Mowbray's ſins fo heavy in his boſom, 

That they may break his foaming courſer's back, 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

A caytiſt recreant to my coulin Hereſerd! 

Farewe), old Gawnt ; thy ſometime brother's wife 

With her companien grief, muſt end her life, 

| | | Gaunt, 
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Gau. Siſter, farewel; I muſt to Coventry. 
As much good ftay with thee, as go with me. 

Dutch. _ one word more; grief boundeth where 

it falls, 8 

Not with the empty hollowneſs, but weight: 
11 take my leave, before I have begun; 
For ſorrow ends not, when it ſeemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother, Edmund Tork. 
Lo, this is all-——nay yet depart not fo, 
Though this be all, do not ſo quickly go: 
I ſhall remember more, Bid him ——oh, what? 
Wich all good ſpeed at Plaſvie viſit me. | 
Alack, — what all good old York ſee there 
But empty lodgings, and unfurniſh'd walls,. 
Un-peopled offices, untrodden ftones ? 
And what hear there for welcome, but my groans? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there 
To ſeek out ſorrow that dwells every where; 
All deſolate, . will I from hence, and die ; | 
The laſt. leave of thee takes my weeping eye. ¶ Excunt. 


— — 
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SCENE. iv. 
The Lifts, at Coventry. 


Enter the Lord Marſhal and the Dake Aumerle. 


Mor. Y.lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm's ?- 
* Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to- 
4 enter in. ; « 
Mar. The Dake of Norfolk, ſprightfully and b ld, 
Stays but the ſummons of th' appellant's trumpet. 
Aum. Why then the champions are prepar'd, and ſtay 
For nothing but his Majeſty's approach. Hour iſh, 
The trumpets ſound, and the King enters with his nobles e 
when they are ſet, Enter the Duke of Norfolk in arms 
defendant; | ; 
K. Rich, Marſhal, demand of yonder champion 
Tie cauſe of his arciyal-bere in arms; 
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Ask him his name, and orderly proceed 

To ſwear him in the juſtice of his cauſe. F 

_ "Mar. In God's name and the King's, ſay who thou 
art? | 

And why thou con ſt,, thus knightly:clarbin arms? 

Agiinſt what man thou comſt, and wtat thy-quarrel 2 

Speak truly on thy knighthood;-ami thine” oath, 

And ſo detend'thee he en, and th valour'! 


Mowb, My names Thomm Mowh ray; Duke of Norfolk, ' 


Who bither come engaged by: my oa, 

(Whieli heww'n forbiq 32 ſnould violate,) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth 

To God, my King, and my ſucceeding iſſue; 

Azainſt the Duke of Heyeſord; that appeais mei; 

And by the grace of God, and this mine arm, 

To prove him, in defending of my ſelf, 

A traitor to my God, my King, and me; 

And as I truly fight, defend me heaw'n! ; 

Ihe trumpets ſound; Enter Bolingbroke appellamt, in 

Pd . Armour. ; 

K. Rich, Marſhal, ask yonder knight in arme, 

Both who he is, and why he cometh hither, 

Thus plated in hahiliments of war: 

And formally according to our law 

| _ Depoſe him in the juftice of his cauſe. 
Mar. What is thy name, and wherefore com'ſt thou 

| hither, . 

Before King Richard, in his roy al lifts? » | To Boling, 

Againſt whom comeſt thou? and what's thy quarrel 2 

Si eaklike a true knight, ſo defend thee hexw'n! | 
Boling, Harry of Hereford, Lancaſier and Derby 

Am I, who ready here do ſtand in arms, 

To prove, by heav'n's grace and my body's valour, 

In liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of N.rfolk, 

That he's a traitor foul and dangerous, 

. To God of heav'n, King Richard, and to me; 

And as I truly fight, defend me heav'n! 
Mar. On pain of death, no perſon be ſo bold, 

Or daring hardy, as to touch the lifts, | 

Except the Marſhal, and ſueh officers 


«Appointed 


[To Mow b. 
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Appointed to direct theſe; fair deſigns. © 

Boling. Lord Marſhal, let me kiſs my ſoyeraign's hand, 
And bow my knee before his Majelty;;  * 

For Mowbray and my ſelf are like. two men 
That. vow a long and weary: pilgrimage 3 
Then let us takꝭ a oeremonious leave f 
And loving fare wel tot our ſeveral friends, 2 
Mar, Th' Appellant in all duty greets your higlineſs, 
| [To K. Rich. 
And craves to kiſs your hand, and take his leave. 

K. Rich. We will deſcend and fold him in our arms. 
Couſin of Hereford; as thy cauſe is right, = 
So be thy fortune in this royal fight; 
Farewel, my blood, which if to-day: thou ſhed, 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Boling. Oh let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be got'd' with Mowbray's:ſpear : 

As confident as is the Faulcon's flight 

Againſt a bird, do I with Mowbray's fight, 

My loving lord, I take my leave of you, 

Of you, my noble Couſin, lord Aumerle. f 

Oh thou! the earthly author of my blood, [To Gaunt} 

Whoſe youthful ſpirit, in me regenerate, a 

Dath with a two. fold vigour lift me up 

To reach at victory above my head, 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers ; 

And with thy bleſſings ſteel my lance's point, 

That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat, 

And furbiſh new the name of John a Gaunt 

Even in the Juſty *haviour of his ſon. - | 

. _ Gaunt, Heav'n in thy gdod cauſe make thee proſperous} 
Be ſwift like lightning in the execution, 


—— 
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*— Lord Aumerle: 

Not fick although I have to do with death, 

But luſty, young, and chearly drawing breath, 
Lo, as at Engliſh feaſts, ſo J regreet . 
The daintieſt, laſt, to make the end moſt ſweet 3 


Oh thou j 
Ang 
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And let thy blows, doubly redoubled on, 
Fall like amazing thunder on the cask 
Of thy adverſe pernicious enemy. - 1 
Rouze up thy youthful blood, be brave and live. 
Boling. Mine innocence, God and St. George to thrive! 
Mowb, However heav'n or fortune caſt my lot, 
There lives, or dies, true to King Richard's throne, 
A loyal, juſt and upright gentleman = 
Never-did captive with a freer heart | 
Caſt off his chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden- uncontroul'd enfranchiſement, 
More than my dancing ſoul doth celebrate- 
This feaſt of battel, with mine adverſary.. 
Moſt mighty Liege, and my companion peers,. 
Take from my mouth the wiſh of happy years; 
As gentle and as jocund, as to jeſt, _. 
Go to fight: truth hath a quiet breaſt. 
K. Rich. Farewel, my lord, ſecurely I eſpy 
Virtue with valour, couched in thine eye. 
Order the tryal, Marſhal, and begin. 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter. and Derby, 
Receive thy launce, and heay'n defend thy right. 

Boling. Strong as a tower in hope, I cry Amen. 

Aar. Go bear this launce to Thomas Duke of Nor/olk,. 
I Her, Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his ſoyereign and himfelf, 
On pain to be found falſe and recreant; 
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray,. 
A traitor to his God, his King and him, 
And dares him to-ſet forward to the fight. 

2 Ler. Here ſtandeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, . 
On pain to be found falſe and recreant, | 
Both to defend himſelf, and to approve 
Henry of . Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 

To God, his ſoveraign, and to him, diſloyal: 
Courageouſly, and. with a free d. ſire, Ie 
Attending bat the ſignal to begin. [Acharge ſounded, 

Mar. Sound trumpets, and ſet forward combatants, . 
— —— But ſtay, the King hath thrown his warder down. 
E, Rich. Let them lay by their helmets, and their 2 5 


* 
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And both return back to their chairs again: 
Withdraw wich us, and let the trumpets ſound, 
While we return theſe Dukes what we decree. 

| LA long flouriſhs 
For that our kingdom's earth ſhould not be ſoil'd * 
With that dear blood which it hath foſtered; -— 
And, for our eyes do hate the dire aſpect , 
Of civil wounds p'ough'd up with neighbours ſwords ; 
And for we think, the eagle-winged pride 
Of sky-aſpiring and ambitious thoughts, 
With rival-hating envy, ſet you on, 
To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 
Draws the ſweet infant breath of gentle Nleep,; | 
(Which thus rous'd up with boiſt rous untun'd drums; 
And harſh reſoundiog trumpets dreadful bray, 
And grating ſhock ef wrathful iron arms,. 
Might from our quiet confines fright: fair peace; 
And make us wade even in our kindreds blood :): 
Therefore, we-baniſh you our territories. 
You couſin Herefdrd, on pow of death, | 
Till twice five ſummers have enrich'd our fields, 
Shall not re-greet our fair dominions, 
But tread the ſtranger paths of baniſhment. | 

Boling. Your will be done: this muſt my comfort be 

That ſun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me : 
And thoſe his golden beams to-you here lent, 
Shall point on me, and gild my baniſhment. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, 

Which I with ſome unwillingneſs pronounce. 
The flz-ſlow hours ſhall not determinate 
The dateleſ#limit of thy dear ile: 

The hopeleſs word, of never to return, 
Breathe I againſt thee, upon pain of life; 

- Howb, A heavy ſentence, my moſt ſoveraign Liege; 
And all unlook'd fot from your highneſs” mouth: 
A dearer merit, not ſo deep a maim 
As to be caſt forth in the common air, 

Have I deferyed at your highiteſs* hands. 
The language 1 have learn'd theſe forty years, 
My native Engliſh, now I mult forgo ; 
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And now my tongue's uſe is to me no more, 
Than an unſtringed viol, or a-harp, 

Or like a cunning inſtrument cas'd up, 

Or being open, put into his hands | 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 
I am o oldito fen upon a nurſe, * 


Too far in years to be a pupil now: of 
What is thy ſ ntence then, but fperchlaſs death, 


"Which robs my tongue from breathing natiye brenb? 


K. Rich. It boots thee not to be compaſſſonate z 
After our ſentence plaining comes too late. 
8 thus. 1 turn me from my country's 
j ts S | IAC 1 | 
Tadwellin ſolemn ſhades of endleſs night 
K. Rich. Return again, and'take-arroath' with ye. 
Lay on our royal ſwotd your baniſftd hands: 
Sweat by the duty that you owe to heawn 
(Our part therein we baniſh with your ſelves,) 
To keep the oath that ye adminiſter: 
You never ſhall, ſo help you truth, and heav'n, 
Embrace each others love in ban ſnhment, 
Nor ever look upon each others face, 
Nor ever write, re-greet, or reconcile 
This low'ring tempeſt of your home-bred hate, 
Nor ever by advifed purpoſe meet, | 
To plot, contrive, or complot any, ill, | 
*Gaiaſt us, our ſtate, our ſubje&s, or our land, 
Boling. I ſwear. © © | 
Mowb, Aud I. to keep all this, 
Boling. Norfolk, ſo far, as to mine enemy: 
By this time, had the King permitted us, 
One of our ſouls had wandred in the air, 


= 


be alt, | ets, * _ * _ 


* the harmony, 
Within my mouth you have engoal'd my tongue, 
Doud!y portcullis'd with my teeth and lips; 

And dull, unfecling, barren ignorance 
Is made my goaler to attend on me. 

I am too odd. 88 


Busi- 


Ll 


Mug RI ARD II. 


Baniſh'd this frail ſepalehre of our fleſh, 
As now out fleſn is baniſh'd from this land, , 
Confeſs thy treaſons, ere thou fly this realm, 
Since thou haſt far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty ſoul. 
Mowbi No, Bolingbroke, if ever I were traitor, 
My name be blotted fromithe book of life, 
And I from heaven baniſh'd as from hence; 
But what thou art, heav'n, thou, and Ido know, 
And all too ſoon, I fear, the King ſhall rue. 
Farewel, my Liege; now no way can I ſtray, 
Save back to England; all the world's my way, 
Exit, 


SCENE x. 


K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glaſſes of thine eyes 
I ſee thy grieved heart; thy ſad aſpect | 
Hath from the number of his baniſn'd years 
Pluck'd four away; fix frozen winters ſpent, 
Return with welcome home from baniſnment. 
Boling. How long a time lies in one little word! 
Four lagging winters, and four wanton ſprings 
End ina word; ſuch is the breath of Kings. 
Gaunt, I thank my Liege, that in regard of me 
He. ſhortens four years of my ſon's exile : 
But little vantage ſhall I reap thereby; 
For ere the ſix years that he hath to ſpend, 
Can change their moons, and bring their times about; 
My oyl-dry'd lamp, and time-bewalted light, 
Shall be extin& with age, and endleſs night: 
My inch of taper will be Lurnt and done, 
And biindfold death not let me ſee my ſon. 
K. Rich, Why uncle? thou haſt many years to live. 
. Gaunt, But. not a minute, King, that thou can'ſt 
| ve; | 
es 144 20 thou canſt with ſullen ſorrow, 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow; 
Thou canſt heſptime to furrow me with age, 
But ſtop no wrinkle in his pilgtimage: 
| Thy 
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- But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 


_ Gaunt. O 
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Thy wordis current with him, for my death ; 

Bur dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. | 
K. Rich, Thy ſon is baniſh'd upon good advice; ' 

W hereto thy tongue a party-verdid gave; 1 


Why at our juſtice ſeemꝰſt thou then to low'r ? 


Gaunt, Things ſweet to taſte, prove in digeſtion ſow r: 
18 urg'd me 23 a judge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a fatber. 
Alas, | loek d when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 
I was too ſtrict to make mine own away: 


Againſt my will, to do my ſelf this wrong. 

A partial ſlander ſought I to avoid, 

Andb in the ſentence my own life deſtroy'd. 
K Rich, Couſin, farewel; and uncle, bid him fo: 

Six years we baniſh him, and. he ſhall go, {Flowriſh; 
ap | [ExR, 


* 


„ 


Aum. Couſin, farewel; what preſence muſt not 
know, ROY | 


From where you do remain, let paper ſnow. 


Mar. My lord, no leave take 1, for I will ride 
As far 89. ang will let me, by your fide, * IP, 
to what purpoſe doſt thou hoard thy 
| words, fk . 
That thou return'ſt no greeting to thy friends? 
Foling, 1 have too few to take my leave of you; 
When:the tongue's office ſhould be prodigal, | 
To breathe th* abundant dolour of the heart. d | 
Gaunt, Thy grief is but thy abſence for a time: 
Boling. Joy abſent, grief is preſent for that time. 
Gaunt. What is ſix winters? they are quickly gone. 
JZoling. To men in joy; but grief makes one hour ten: 
Gaunt, Call ita travel that thou tak'ſt for pleaſure, 
Boling, My heart will ſigh, when I miſcall it fo, 
Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. 
Gaunt. The ſullen paſſage of thy weary ſte ps 
Eſte em a foil, wherein thou art to ſeet vhs 
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The precious jewel of thy home return, 

All places that the eye of heaven vſfits 

Are to a wiſe man ports and happy havens 

Teach thy neceſſity to reaſon thus: ü 

There is no virtue like neceſſity. 

Go ſay, 1 ſent thee forth to purchaſe honour, 

And not, the King exil'd thee, Or ſuppoſe 

Deyouring peſtilence hangs in our air, 

And thou art flying to a freſher clime, 

Look what thy ſoul bolds dear, imogine it | 

To lye that way thou go'ſt, not whence thou com'ft; 

Suppoſe the ſinging birds, muſicians; | 

The gra's whereon thou tread'ſt, the preſence- floor 3 

The flow'rs fair ladies; and thy fteps no more. 

Than a delightful meaſure or a dance. 
Boling. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand. 

By thinking on the froſty Cancaſus t p 

Or cloy the hungry edge of 18 | 

By bare in agination of a feaſt ? 

Or wallow naked in December (now 

By thinking on fantaſti k ſummer's heat * 

Oh no, the apprehenſion of the good 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worſe; 

Fell forrow's tooth doth never rankle more 

Thin when jt bites, but lanceth not the ſore. 
Gaunt. Come, come, my ſon, Tl bring thee on thy 


—_—_—_---- 
Had I thy youth, and cauſe, I would not ſtay, 
Boling. Then England's ground farewel ; ſweet ſoif 
adieu, . 
My mcther and my nurſe, which bears me yet. 
W here-e'er 1 wander, boaſt of this I can, 
Though baniſh'd, yet a true-born Engliſhman. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE VII. 


Exter King Richard, and Buſhy, exc, at one doar, and 
7. the Lord Aumerle at the ot her. 


R. Rich, We did indeed abfirica——Coulls Aue 
5 Hove 
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How far brought you high Hereford on his way? 
Aum. I brought high Hereford, it you call him ſo, 
But to the next high- way, and there I left him. 
K. 1 And ſay, what ſtere of parting tears were 
ſhed ? „ . = | 
Aum. Faith none by me; except the north-eaſt wind, 
(W hich then blew bitterly-againſt our fices) 
Awak'd the ſlee py rheume, and ſo by chance 


Did grace our hollow parting. with a teas, 


K. Rich. What ſaid your couſin when you parted 
* with him-? Tb ; | 

Aum. Farewel,, | 

And. for my heart diſdained that my tongue 


Should ſo prefane the word, that taught me craft 


To counterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch grief, 

That wordiſeem'd buried in my ſorrowis gtave. 

But would the wordFazewel have:lengthen'd hours, 
And added years to his-ſhort baniſhment, 

He ſhould have had a volume of farewelsz 

But ſince it would not, he had none of me. 


R. Rich. He is our kinſman, couſins but tis doubt, 


When time ſhall call him home from baniſhment, 


Whether our kinſman come to ſee his friends. 
Our ſelf, and Buſhy, Bagot here and Green, 
Obſery'd his courtſhip; to: the common people: 
How he did ſeem to dive iato- their hearts, 

With humble and familiar courteſiec, 
What reverence he did throw away on ſlaves: 
Wovigg:poor craſts- men with the craft of ſmiles, 
And patient under-bearirg of his fortune, 

As 'twere to baniſh their affections with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an oyſter-wench; 

A brace of dray- men bid God ſpeed him well, 
And had the tribute of his ſupple knee, 

With thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends; 


As were our England in reverſion bis; 


And he our ſubjects next degree in hoe. 
© Green, Well, he is gone, and with him go theſ@ 


thoughts. | 
Now-forthe:rebels, which ſtand ont in Iredlanat 
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Expedient manage muſt be made, my Liege; 
Ere further leiſure yield them further means 
For their advantage, and your Highneſs' loſs. 

K. Rich, We will our ſelf in perſon to this war; 
And, for our coffers with too great a court, 
And liberal largeſs, are grown ſomewhat light, 
We are inforc'd to farm our royal realm, 
The revenue whereof ſhall furniſh us 
For our affairs in hand; iſ they come ſhort, 
Our ſubſtitutes at home ſhall have blank charters : 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhall ſubſcribe them for large ſums of gold, 
And ſend them after to ſupply our wants: 
For we will make for Trelaxd preſently, 

38 Enter Bufhy, 

K. Rich. What news ? 

Buſhy. Old John of Gaunt is ſick, my lord, 
Suddenly taken, and hath ſent poſt-haſte | 


I' in'reat your Majeſty to viſit him. Tor: 


K. Rich.” Where lies he? 

Bufhy. At Ely-houſe. | 

K. Rich. Now put it, 'heav*n; It his phyfician's* mind, 
To help him to his grave immediately: 
The lining of his coffers ſnall make coats 
To deck our ſoldiers for theſe Iriſh wars. 
Come gentlemen, let's all go viſit him: 
Pray heay'n we may make hafte, and come too late. 

, [ Exennts 
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Fxater Giunt ſick, with the Duke of York, 


V J1LL ho King come, that I may breathe my 


. | 
In wholeſom counſel to his waſtay'd youth? 
York, Vex not your ſelf, and ſtrive not with your 
: d_— 3 
For all in vain comes counſel to his ea. 
Gaunt. Oh but, they ſay, the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deep harmony: | 
Where words are ſcarce, they're ſeldom ſpent in vain, 
For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in pain. * 
Tork. His ear is ſtopt with other flatt'ring charms, 
As praifes of his ſtate; there are beſide | 3; 
Laſcivious meeters, to whdſe venom'd ſound 
The open ear of youth doth always liſten : 
Report of faſhions in proud Italy, 
Whoſe manners ſtill our tardy apiſh nation 
TLimps after, in baſe aukward imitation. 
Where doth the world thruſt forth a vanity, 


Se it be new, there's no reſpect how vile, 


Tha, 


— — 


- their words in pain. 
He that no more muſt ſay is | ten'd more 

Than they whomyouthand eaſe have tau ht to gloſe; 
More are mens ends mark'd than their lives before: 

The ſetting ſun, and muſic in the cloſe | 
As the 1:| taſte of ſweets, is ſweeteſt laſt, 
Writ in remembrance, more than things long. paſt ,. 
Though Richard my life's caunſel would not hear, 
My death's ſad tale may yet undeaf his ear, 


York, His ear 


es 
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That is' not quickly buz'd into his ears ? 
Then all too late comes counſel to be heard, 
Where will doth mutiny with wits regard. 

Gaunt. Methinks I am a prophet new inſpic'd 
And thus expiring, do foretel of him, | 
His raſh, fierce blaze of riot cannot laſt , 

For violent fires ſoon burn out themſelves. 
Small ſhow'rs laſt long, but ſudden ftorms are ſhort j 
He tires betimes, that ſpurs too faft betimes ; 


| With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder ; 


Light vanity, inſatiate cormorant, 
Conſuming means, ſoon preys upon it ſelf. 
This royal throne of Kings, this ſcepter'd Iſle, 
This earth of Majeſty, this ſeat of Mars, 

This other Eden, demy Paradiſe, 

This fortreſs bu.lt by Nature for her ſelf, 

— infection, and the hand of war; 

This happy breed of men, this little world; 


This precious ſtone fet in the filver ſea, 


Which ſeryes it in the office of a wall, 
Or as a meat defenſiye to a houſe, 
ainſt tke enyy of leſs happy lands; | 
This nurſe, this teeming womb of royal Kings, 
Fear'd for their breed, and famous for their birth, 
Renowned fer their deeds, as far from home, 
For chriſtian ſervice and true chivalry, 
As is the ſepulchre m ſtubborn Jury 


Of the world's ranſom, bleſſed Mary's ſon; 
This land of ſuch dear ſouls, this dear dear land, 


Dear for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leas'd out, (I die pronouncing it) 

Like to a tenement, qr pelting farm. 

England bound in with the triumphant ſea, 
Whoſe rocky ſhore beats back the envious ſiege 


ich wits regard. 
Direct not him, whoſe way himſelf will chooſe ; 
Tis breath thou lack'R, and that breath wilt thou loſe, 


- \Gaynt, Methinks I am 
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Of watry Neptane, is bound in with ſhame, 

With inky-blots, and rotten parchment bonds. 

That England, that was wont to conquer others; 

Hath made a ſhameful conqueſt of it ſelf. 

Ah! would the ſcandal vaniſh: with my life, 

How happy then were my inſuing death! 


Enter King Richard, Queen, Aumerle, Buſhy, Green, 
| Bagot, Roſs:aud, Wikoug hby. - BIB 
York, The King. is come, deal-mildly with his youth 

For young hot colts, inrag d, do rage the more, 
Queen. How fares: our noble unele, Lancaſter ? 

K. Rich. What comfort, man? How is't with aged 

Gaunt ? * | 


— 


* 


— 


*— — with aged. Gaunt. 1 
Gaunt. O how that name befits my compoſition! 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: * 4 

Within me grief hath kept a tedious faſt ; 

And who abſtains from meat that is not gaunt? 
For ſleeping England long time I have watcht, 
Watching breeds leanneſs, leanneſs is all gaunt 

The pleaſure that ſome fathers feed upon, : 
Is my ſtrict faſt, I mean my childrens looks, 
And therein faſting haſt thou made me gaunt, 

| Gaunt am I for tae grave, gaunt,as a grave, 

Whoſe hollow. womb. iaherits nought but bones. 8 
K. Rich. Can ſick men play ſo nicely with their names? 
Gaunt. No, miſery makes ſport to mock it ſelf: 

Since thou doſt ſeek to kill my name in me, 

I mock my name, great King, to flatter thee. 

EK Rich, Should dying men flatter thoſe that live? 
Gaunt, No, no, men living flatter thoſe that die. 
K. Rich. Thou now a dying, ſay'ſt thou flatter 't me. 
Gaunt. Oh no, thou dy'ſtaheugh I the ſicker be. 
K. Rich, 1 am in health, I breathe, I ſee thee ill. 
Gaunt. Now he that made me, knows I ſee thee ill 

Ill in my felf—— N | - 2 


Bf 3©T 9» 


Gaunt, 


Oh had thy grandſire with a prophet's eye, 
Seen how his ſon's ſun ſhould deſtroy his ſons, 
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Gaunt, Ill in my ſelf, but ſeeing thee too, ill, 
Thy death-bed is no leſſer than the land, 
Wherein thou lieſt in reputation fick 
And thou, too careleſs patient, as thou art, 
Giv'ſt thy anointed body to the cure 
Of thofe phyſicians that firſt wounded thee ; - 
A thouſand flatt'rers ſit within thy crown, 
Whoſe compaſs is no bigger than thy head, 
And yet ingaged in ſo ſmall a verge, | 
Thy waſte is no whit lefler than tby land. 


From forth thy reach he would have laid thy ſhame, |} 
Depoſing thee before thou wert pofleſt, | 
Who art poſſeſt now to depoſe thy ſelf. 

Why, couſin, wert thou regest of the world, 

It were a ſhame to let this land by leaſe : 
But for thy world enjoying but this land, i 


Js it not more than ſhame, to ſhame it ſo ? 
' Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 


Thy ſtate of law, is bondſlave to the law, 


K. Rich. And thou, à lunatick lean-witted fool, | ( 
Preſuming on an ague's privilege, 

Dar'ſt with thy frozen admonition | 

Make pale our cheek, chaſing the royal blood 
With fury, from his native reſidence. - 
Now by my ſeat's right royal Majeſty, 

Wert x Fo not brether to great Edward's ſon, 
This tongue that runs ſo roundly in thy head, | 


Should run thy head from thy unreyerent ſhoulders, ; 


Gaunt, Oh ſpare me net, my brother Edward's ſon] 
For that I was his father Edward's ſon. 
That blood already, like the Pelican, 
Haſt thou tap* out, and drunkenly carows'd. 
My brother Glo ſter, plain well-meaning foul, 
(Whom fair befal in heav'n *mongſt happy ſouls) 
May be a precedent and witneſs good, 
That thou reſpe&'ſt not ſpilling Edward's blood. 
Join with the preſent ſickneſs that I have, 


And thy un'tindneſs be like crooked age, 
| B 
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To crop at once a too-long-wither'd flower, 
Live in thy ſhame, but die not ſhame with thee: 
Theſe words hereafter thy tormentors be. 
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave: 
Love they to live, that love and honour have. [ Exit. 
K. Rich, And let them die, that age and ſullens have; 
For both haſt thou, and both become the grave. 
© York, I do beſeech your Majeſty impute 
His words to wayward fi cklineſs, an "ge : . 
He loves youon my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 
L..% Right you ſay true: as Hereford's love, ſo 
his; a 
As theirs, ſo mine; and all be as it is. 


"SCENE in. 
Enter Northumberland. 


Mijefty. 
K. Rich. What ſays old Gaunt ? 
North, Nay nothing, all is ſaid; 
His tongue is now a ftringleſs inſtrument, 
Words, life, and all, old:Lercafter hath ſpent. Wh 

Tork. Be York the next that muſt be bankrupt fo; 
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe, 

K. Rich. The ripeſt fruit firſt falls, and ſo doth he; 
Nis time is ſpent, our pilgrimage muſt be; - 
So much for that. Now for our Triſh wars; + 
Vie muſt ſupplant thoſe rough rug-headed kerns, 
Which live like venom, where no venom elſe 
But only they, have 1 to live. 

And, for theſe great affairs do ask ſome charge, 

Towards our aſſiſtance we do feize to us | 

Ahe plate, coin, revenues, and moveables, 

Whereof our uncle Gaunt did ſtand poſſeſt. 

| York, How long ſhall 1 be patient? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me ſuffer wrong ? 

Not Glu"fter*'s death, nor Hereford's baniſhmenr, 
Not Gaunt's tebukes, nor Ezgland's private wrongs; 

9 8 | | Nor 


North, My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to your 


it. 
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Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 

About his marriage, nor my own diſgrace, 
Have ever mide me ſow'r my patient cheek, 

Or bend one wrinkle on my ſoveraign's face. 

1 am the laſt of noble Zdward”s ſons, 

Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was firſt: 
In war, was never Lion rag'd more fierce ; 

In peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild 
Than was that young and princely gentleman; 
His face thou haſt, for even ſo lcok'd' he, 
Accompliſh's with the number of thy hours. 
But when he frown'd, it was againſt the French, 
$09 not againſt his friends: His noble hand 

id win what hedid ſpend; and ſpent not that 
W hich his triumphant father's hand had won. 
His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 

Oh Richard, York is too far gone with grief, 
Or elſe he never would compare between. 

K. Rich. Why uncle, hat's the matter? 

Tork. Oh, my Liege, | | 
Seek you toſeize, andgripe into your hands 
The royalties and rights of ban1ſh'd Hereford ? 
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live? 
Was not Gaunt juſt, and is not Harry true? 
Did not the one deſerve to have an heir? 

Is got his heir a well-deſerving fon ? 

Take Hereford's rights away, and take from time 
His charters, and his cuſtomary rights. 

Let not to-merrow then enſue to-day, 

Be not thy ſelf. For how art thou a King 

But by fair {-quence and ſucceſſion ? 

If you do wrongfully ſeize Hereford's right, 
Call in his letters patents that he hath, 

By his attorney 's-general, to ſue 
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*— my Liege, | 

Pardon if you pleaſe ; if nor, 

I, pleas'd not to be pardon'd, am content. 

Seek you to ſeize, Cc. 
2 


His 
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His livery, and deny his offer'd homage ; 
You pluck a thouſand dangers on your head; 
You loſe a thouſand well-diſpoſed hearts; | 
And prick my tender patience to thoſe thoughts 
Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 
K. 1 what you will; we ſeize into our 
han 8 1 ö N 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. | 
York, I'll not be by the while; my Liege, farewel : 
W hat will enſue hereof, there's none can tell, | 
But by bad courſes may be underſtood, : 
That their events can never fall out good. Exit. 
K. Rich, Go, Buſby, to the Earl of Wiliſpire ſtreight, 
Bid him repair to us to Ely-Hauſe, 
To ſee this buſineſs done: to-morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and 'tis time I trow. 
And we create, in abſence of our ſelf, 
Our uncle York Lord-governor of England : 
For he is juſt, and always lov'd us well. 
Come on our Queen, to-morrow muſt we part; 


Be merry, for our time of ſtay is ſhort.  [Flouriſh, 
_ [Exeunt King, Queen, &cc. 
SCENE. IV. | 1 


Maxent Northumberland, Willoughby, and Roſs, 


North. Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dgad- 
Roſe. And living too, for now his ſon is Duke, © 
Willo. Barely in title; not in revenue. 
North, Richly in both, if juſtice had her right. 
Roſs, My heart is great, but it muſt break with ſilence, 
Ere't be,disburthen'd with a lib'ral tongue. | 
North. Nay, ſpeak thy mind, and let him ue'er ſpeak 
more | 
That ſpeaks thy words again to de thee harm. 
_ Wills, 2 what you'd ſpeak; to th Duke of Here - 
rd? 
Tf it bel. out with it boldly, man: 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards Lim, 
ko/s, No good at all that I can do for kim, 
U:leſs you call it good to pity bim, 


Bereft 


— 
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Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 
' * ow afore heay'n, it's — ſuch wrongs are 
rn, 

In him aroyal Prince, and many more 

Of noble blood in this declining land 

The King is not himſelf, but baſely led 

Zy flatterers; and what they will inform 

Merely in hate ꝑainſt any of us all, 

That will the King ſeverely proſecute 

*Gainſt us, our lives, our children, and our heirs, 
Roſs. The commons hath he pill'dwith grievous taxes, 

And loſt their hearts; the nobles hath he fia d 

For antient quarrels, and quite Joſt their bearts, 
Wills, And daily new exactions are devis'd 

As blanks, benevolences, I wot not what: 

But what 0'God's name doth become of this? 
North, Wars have not waſted it, for warr'd he hath 

not, | 

But baſely yielded upon — 

That which his anceſtors atchiev'd with blews : 

More hath he ſpent in peace, than they in wars, 
Roſs, The Erl of Wiltſhire bath the realm in farm. 
Willo. The King's grown bankrupt, like a broken min, 
North. Reproach and diſſolution hangeth over him, 
Roſs. He hath not money for theſe 1r;þ wars, 

(His burthenous taxations notwithſtanding) 

But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke, | 
North. His noble kinſman—moſt degenerate King! 

But lords, we hear this fearful tempeſt ſing, 

Yet ſeek no ſhelter to avoid the ftorm : 

We ſee the wind fit ſore upon our fails, 

And yet we ſtrike not, but ſecurely periſh, 

| Roſs. We ſee the very wreck that we muſt ſuffer, 

And unavoidable the danger now, 

For ſuff' ring ſo the cauſes of our wreck, 
North, Not ſo: ev'n through the hollow eyes of dezth 

I ſpy life peering ; but I dare not ſay 

How near the tidings of our comfort is. IS 
Willo, Nay, let us ſhare thy thoughts, as thou doſt ours. 
Roſs, Be confident to ſpeak, Northumberland ; 

We three are but thy ſelf, and ſpeaking ſo, 

| B 3 Thy 


„„ EE ene ate ed RS 


30 King Rien Ap I. 


Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 
North. - thus, my friends. I have from Portle 
Blanc, 15 | 

A bay in Bretagne, had intelligence, | 

| That Harry Hereford, Rainald lord Cobham, 

| That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

| His brother, Archbiſhop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Ac ow, Sir John Rainſton, | 

Sir John Norberie, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis 
Coines, * 

i All theſe well furniſh'd by the Duke of Bretagne, 

| With eigbt tall ſhips, three thouſand men of war, 

. Are making hither with all due expedience, 

| And ſhortly mean to touch our northern fhore ; 

i Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay 

if The firſt departing of the King for Ireland. 

| If then we will Rake off our flayiſh yoak, 

Imp cut our drocping country's broken wing, 

bi Redeem from broken pawn the blemifh'd crown, 

0 | Wipe cff rhe duft that hides our ſcepter's gilt, 

it And make high Majefty look like it ſelf : 

Away with me in haſte to Ravenſpurg. 

But if you faint, as fearing to do ſo, 


Stay and be ſecret, and my ſelf will = 225 
9 To horſe, to horſe ; urge doubts to them that 
| ear. 1 | 
Wille, Hold out my horfe, and I will firſt be there. 

? * [ Exennt, 
SCENE v. 
The Court of England. 
Exter Queen, Buſhy, and Bagot, 


Ia : Adam, your Majeſty is much too ſad: 

Py M You — -- wig when you parted with the 
| ing, 
To lay afide ſelf-harming heavineſs, 
And entertain a chearful diſpoſition. 
will C | Queen, 


_ 
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Queen, To pleaſe the King, I did; to pleaſe my felt 
] cannot do it; yet I know no cauſe 
Why I ſhould welcome fuch a gueſt as grief, 
Save bidding farewel to ſo ſweet a gueſt 
As my ſweet Richard: yet again methinks 
Some unborn ſorrow, ripe in fortune's womb, 
Is coming tow'rd me; and my inward ſou] 
With nothing trembles, yer at mne grieves, 
More than with parting from my lord the King. 
Buſy. Each ſubſtance of a griet hath twenty ſhadows, 
Which ſhew like grief it ſelf, but are nor ſo: 
For ſorrow's eye, glazed wich blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire, to many objects; 
Like perſpectives, which rightly gaz'd upon 
Shew nothing but confuſion; ey'd awry, 
Diftinguiſh form. So your ſweet Majeſty 
Looking awry upon your lord's departure, 
Finds ſhapes of grief, more than himſelf to waik 
Which look'd ai as it is, is nought but ſhadows 
Of what it is not; gracious Queen, then weep not 
More than your lord's departure, more's not ſeen: 
Or if it be, 'tis with falſe ſorrow's eye, a 
Which for things true, wee ps things imaginary. 
- Queen, It may be fo; but yer my inward ſoul. 
Periuades me otherwiſe: howe'er it be, | 
J cannot but be ſad ; moft heavy ſad. * 
Buſhy, Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady. 
Queen. Tis nothing leſs ; conceit is ſtill derivid 
From ſome fore-father grief; mine is not ſo, * 


— 
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„heavy (ad. : | | 

As though on thinking on no thought I think, 

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and ſhrink, 
Buſhy. Tis nothing 


* mine is not ſo, 

For nothing hath begot my e grief; 
Or ſomething, hath the nothing that I grieve, 
"Tis in reverſion that I do poſſeſs ; 

But what it is, that is not yet known, what: 
I cannot name, tis nameleſs woe 1 wor. 


Euter Green 
3 4. | But 
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But what it is, not known, tis nameleſs woe. 
| SCENE VI. 
Enter Green, 


Green, Heav'n ſave your Majeſty, and well met gen- 
tlemen: _ 
I hope the King is not yet ſhipt for Ireland. 

Queen, Why hop'ſt thou ſo? 'tis better hope he is: 
For his deſigns crave haſte, his haſte good hope: 
Then wherefore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipt? 
Green. That he, our hope, might have retir'd his powes, 

And driv'n into deſpair an enemy 
Who ſtrongly hath ſer footing in this land. 
The baniſh'd Bolingbroke repeals himſelf 
And with up-lifted arms is ſafe arriy'd 
At Ravenſpurg. 
een, Now God in. heay'n forbid! | 

Green, O, Madam, 'tis too true; and what is worſe, 

The lord Northumberland, his young ſon Percy, 
The lords cf Roſs, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their pow'rful friends, are fled to him. d 

Buſhy. W hy have you not proclaim'd Northumberland, 
And all of that En faction, traitors ? 

Green, We have : whereon the Earl of Worceſter 
Hath broke his ſtaff, reſign'd his ſtewardſkip, 

And all the houſhold ſeryants fled with bim 
To Bolingbroke. | 

Queen, So Green, thou art the midwife of my woe, 

And Bolingbroke my ſorrow's diſmal heir : 
Now hath. my ſoul brought forth her prodigy, 
And I a gaſping new-delivered mother, 

Have woe to woe, ſorrow to ſcrrow join'd. 
Buſhy, Deſpair not, Madam. 

Queen. Who ſhall hinder me? 
will deſpair, and be at enmity 

With cozening hope; he is a flatterer, 

A paraſite, a keeper back of death, 
Who gently would diſſolve the bands of life, 


Which falſe hopes linger, in extremity, _ 
SCENE 
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 $CENE vi. 


Enter York. 


Green, Here comes the Duke of York, 

Queen, With ſigns of war about his aged neck 
Oh full of carefyl buſineſs are his looks, 

Uncle, for heavh's ſake, comfortable words. 

York, Should Ido ſo, I ſhould bely my thoughts; 
Comfort's in heav'n, and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but croſſes, care and grief. 
Your . is gone to ſave far off, . 
Whilſt others come to make him loſe at home. 

Here am I left to underprop his land; 

Who, weak with age, cannot ſupport my ſelf. 

Now comes the ſick hour after ſurfeit made ; 

Now ſhall he try bis friends that flatter'd him. 
Enter 4a Servant. 7 

Serv. My lord, your ſon was gone before I came. 
Tork. He was; why ſo, go all which way it will: 

The nobles they are fled, the commons cold, 

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's ſide. 

Get thee to Plaſhie, to my ſiſter Glo'ſter , 

Bid her ſend preſently a thouſand pound: 

Hold, take my ring. 

Serv, My lord, I had forgot 
To tell, to-day | came by, and call'd there, 

But I ſhall grieve you to report tbe reſt. 

York, What 1s't? | 

Serv. An hour before I came, the Dutcheſs dy d. 

York, Heav'n for his mercy, what a tide of woes + 
Come ruſhing on this woful land at once? 

I know not what to do: I would to heav'n, 
(So my untruth had not provok'd him to it) 
The King had cut off my head with my brother's, 
W hat, are there poſts diſpatch'd for Ireland? 
How- ſhall we do for money for theſe wars? 
Come fiſter, (couſin, I wauld ſay,) ptay pardon me. 
G0 fellow, get thee home, provide ſome carts, 
[To the Servant. 
B 5 And 


— 
ww 47” . oe + CoA” — #2. w- + 


— 


1 
: 


15 0 King Ricuane . 

id bring gr” the armour that is there, 
Gentlemen, will you and muſter men ? 
If I know how to order theſe affairs, 
Diſorderly thus thruſt into my hands, 
Never believe me. They are both my kinſmen; 
The one my ſoveraign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend”; th'other again 
My kinſman is, one whom the King hath wrong d, 
Whom conſcience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, ſomewhat we muſt de: come, couſin, I'N 
Diſpofe of you. Ga muſter up your men, 
And moet me preſently at Barkley caſtle 2 
] ſhould to. Plaſhie too, y 
But time will not permit, Alk is uneven, 
And every thing is left at fix and ſeven. 

[Exeunt York aud Queen. 


SCENE VI, 


Buſhy. The wind ſits fair for news to go to Ireland, 
But none returns; for us to levy power 
Proportionable to the enemy, 


Is all impoſſible. 
Green. Beſides, our nearneſs to the King in love, 


Is near the hate of thoie, love not the King. 

* And that's the wav' ring commons, for their 

ove | | 
Lies in their purſes ;, and who empties them, 
By ſo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Buſhy, Whereinthe King ſtandsg-n'rally condemn' d. 

Bagot. If judgment lye in them, then ſo do we, 
Becauſe we have been ever neat the King. 

Green. Well; I'il for refuge ſtrait to Briſtol caſtle·; 
The Earl of Wiltſhire is already there. 

Buſby. Thither will J with you; for little office 
The hateful commons will perform for us, | 
Except like curs, to tear us all in pieces: 

Will you go with us? | 

Bagot. No: I'll to Ireland to his Majeſty. 
Farewel : if hearts preſages be not vain, | 
We three here part, that ne'er ſhall meet again. 


Buſby. 
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Buſhy. That's as York thrives, to beat back Bolingbrobe. 
Green, Alas poor Duke, the task he undertakes 

Is numb'ring ſands, and drinking oceans dry, 

Where one on his fide fights, thouſands will flye. 
Buſhy. Farewel at ance, for once, for all, and ever. 
Green. Well, we may meet again. | 
Bagot. I fear me never. [Exennt. 
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$CENE IX. 
In Gloceſterlhice, 
Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberlard. 


Boling, H OW far is it, my lord, to Barkley now? 
Wer North, I ama ſtranger here in Glo ſterſhiree 
Theſe high wild hills. and rough uneyen ways 
Draw out our miles, and make them wearilome: 
And yet our fair diſcourſe has been as ſugar, 
Making the hard way ſweet and delectable. 
But I bethink me what a weary way 
From Ravenſpurg to Catſhold will be found, 
In Roſs and Willoughby, wanting your company, 
W hich I proteſt: hath very much beguil'd 
The tediouſneſs and proceſs of my travel: 
Bue theirs is ſweetned with the hope to have 
The preſent benefit that I poffeſs: 
And hope to joy, is little leſs in joys. 
Than hope enjoy'd. By this, the weary lords 
Shall make their way ſeem. ſhort, as mine bath dane, 
By ſieht of what I have; your noble company. 
Boling. Of much leſs value is my company 
Thin your good words: but who comes here? 
| Enter Percy. 
North. It is my ſon, young Harry Percy. 
Sent from my brother Woreeſter:: whenceioeyer, 
Harry, how fares your uncle? * 
Percy. I thought, my lord, have learn'd bis healtk 
of you, | tte > 


North... V hy, is he not with the Queen 
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Percy. No, my good lord, he hath forſook the court; 
Broken his ſtaff of office, and diſperſt 1 
The houſhold of the King. | 54 
North. What was his reaſon? | 1 
He was not ſo reſoly'd, when we laſt ſpike together. 
Percy. Becauſe your lordſhip was proclaimed traitor. 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenſpurg, 
To offer ſervice to the Duke of Hereford, 
And ſent me o'er by Barkley, to diſcover 
What pow'r the Duke of Tork had levy'd there; 
Then with direction to repair to Ravenſpurg. 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, boy ? 
Percy. No, my good lord ; for that is net forgot 
Which ne'er I did remember; to my knowledge, 
I never in my life did look on him, 2 
North, Then learn to know bim now; this is the Duke, 
Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my ſervice, 
Suchas it is, being tender, raw, and young, 
Which elder days ſhall ripen, and confirm | ' 
To more approved ſervice and deſert. ; : 
Boling. I thank thee, gentle Percy, and be ſure > 
I count my ſelf in nothing elſe ſo happy, 
As in a ſoul remembring my good friends : 
And as my fortune ripens with thy love, 
It ſhall be till thy true love's recompence.. 
My heart this cov'nant makes, my hand thus ſeals it, 
North. How far is it to Barkley ? and what ſtir 
Keeps good old York there with his men of war? 
Percy. There ſtands the caſtle by yond tuft of trees, 
Man'd with three hundred men, as I have heard, 2 
and in it are the lords, York, Bradley, Seymour; 
None elſe of name, and noble eſtimate- 
| Enter Roſs and Willoughby. 14 
North. Here come the lords of Aan Willoughby, 
Bloody with ſpurring, fiery red with haſte. 1 
Boling. Welcome, my lords; I wot your love purſues 
A baniſh'd traitor ; all my treaſury weed 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which more enrich'd, 
Shall be your love and labours recompence, 
Roſs. Your preſence makes us rich, moſt noble lord. 
Wills, And far ſurmeunts our labour to attain ir. 
aA | Boling. 
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Boling, Evermore thanks (th' exchequer of the poor) 
Which, till my infant-fortune comes to years, . 
Stands for my bounty, But who now comes here? 
| Enter Barkley. 
North, Itis my lord of Barkley, as I gueſs, 
Bark, Lord Hereford, my mefſige is to you. 
Boling. My lord, my anſwer is to Lancaſter, 
And I am come to ſeek that name in England, 
And I muſt find that title in your tongue, : 
Bark. Miſtake me not, my lord, tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out, 
To you, my lord, I come, what lord you will, 
From the moſt glorious of this land, | 
The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on, 
To take advantage of the abſent time, 
And fright our native peace with ſelſ-born arms. 


SCENE X. 
af Enter York. 


-  Boling, I ſhall not need tranſport my words by you, 
Here comes his Grace in perſon. Noble uncle! | Kneels. 
York, Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
| Whoſe duty is deceivable and falſe. 
Boling. My gracious uncle! 
Tork. | am no traitor's uncle; that word grace, 
In an ungracious mouth, is but profane. 
W hy have thele baniſh'd, and forbidden legs, 
Dar'd once to touch a duſt of England's ground? 
- But more then, why, why have they dar'd to march 
So many miles into her peaceful boſom, 
Fright'ning her pale-fac'd villages with war, 
ay oſtentation of deſpiſed arms? 
Com'ſt thou becauſe th' anointed King is hence? 
Why, fooliſh boſs the King is left behind, 
And in my loyal boſom lies his power. 
Were 1 but now the lord of ſuch hot youth, a 
As when brave Gaunt thy father, and my ſelf 
Reſcu'd the Black Prince, that young Mars of men, 
Forth from the ranks of many thouſand French; 


Oh then, bow quickly ſhould This arm of mine, 


Now 
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Now priſoner to the palſie, chaſtiſe thee, 
And miniſter correction to thy fault 
Beling. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault, 
On what condition ſtands it, and wherein ? 
York, Ev'n in condition of the worſt degree; 
In groſs rebellion, and deteſted treaſon: 
Thou art a baniſh'd man, and here art come, 
Before the expiration of thy tine, 
In braving arms againſt thy ſoveraign. | 
Boling. As I was banifh'd, I was baniſh'd Hereford ; 
Bat as I come, I came for Lancaſter. 
And, noble uncle, I befeech your grace, 
Look on my wrongs: with an indifferent eye; 
You are my father, for methinks in you 
1 ſee old Gaunt alive. O then, my father!” 
Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 
A wand'ring vagabond? my rights and royalties 
Pluckt from my arms perforce, and giv'n away 
To upſtart unthrifts? Wherefore was- I born? 
If that my couſin King, be King of England, 
It muſt be granted I am Duke of Lancaſter. 
You have a fon, Aumerle, my noble kinſman : 
Had you firſt dy'd, and he been thus trod down, 
He ſhould have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 
To rouſe his wrongs,.and chaſe them to the bay. 
I am deny 'd to ſue my livery here, 
And 2 my letters patents give me lea ve: 
My father's goods are all diſtrain'd and ſold, 
And theſe and all, are all amiſs employ'd. 
What would you have me do? I am a ſubject, 
And challenge law: attorneys are denied me, 
And therefore perſonally I lay my claim 
To mine inheritance of free deſcent. 
North. The noble Duke hath been too much abus'd; 
Roſs. It ſtands your grace upon to do him right. 
Willo. Baſe men by his endowments are made great. 
York. My lords of England, let me tell you this, 
] have had feeling of my coulin's wrongs, 
And labour'd all I could to do him right $- 
But in this kind, to come in braving arms, 
Be his own caryer, and cut out bis way, 
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To find out right with wrongs, it may not be; 
And you that do abet him in this kind, 
Cheriſh-rebellion, and are rebels all, 
North, The noble Duke hath ſworn his coming is 
But for bis own; and for the right of that 
We all have ſtrongly ſworn to give him aid; 
And let him ne'er fee joy that breaks that oath, 
Tork. Well, well, I ſee the iſſue of theſe arms; 
I cannot mend it, F muſt needs confeſs, 
Becauſe my p»w'r is weak, and all ill left: 
But if I could, by him that gave me life, 
I would attzcb you all, and make you ſtoop 
Unto the ſovereign mercy of the King. 
But ſince Þ cannot, be it known to you, 
I do remain as neuter, 80 farewel. 
nleſs you pleaſe to enter in the ciſtle, 
And there repoſe you far this night. 
Boling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept 
But we muſt win your grace to go with us 
To Briftol-Cafils, which they fay is held 
By Buſby, Bagot, and their complices; 
The caterpillars of the common-wealth, | 
Which I have ſworn to weed and pluck away. 
York, It may be I will go: but yet III pauſe, 
For I am loath te break que country's laws : 
Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are; 
Things paſt redreſs, are now with me paſt care, ¶ Excunt. 


SCENE XI. 
Enter Salisbury, and 4 Captain. 


Cap. V Y lord of Salizbury, we have ftaid ten days, 
And hardly kept your countrymen together, 
And yet we hear no tidings from the King: 
Therefore we all diſperſe our ſelves: farewel. 
Salis. Staysyet another day, thou truſty Welchman: : 
The King repoſeth all his truſt in thee. a 
Cap. Tis thought the Kiog is dead: we 3 
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The Bay-trees in our country are all wither'd,, 
And meteors fright the fixed ſtars of heay'n , 

" The pale- fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth; 
And lean-look'd prophets whiſper fearful change ; 
Rich men look ſad, and ruffians dance and leap; 
The one in fear to loſe what they enjoy, 5 

The other hope t'enjoy by rage and war. . 
Theſe ſigns forerun the death of Kings 

Farewel ; our countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well aſſur'd, Richard their King is dead. (Exit, 
Salis. Ah Richard, ah, with eyes of heavy mind, 

I ſee thy glory like a ſhooting ſtar, 

Fall to the baſe earth from the firmament : 

Thy Sun ſets weeping in the lowly weſt, 

Witneſſing ftorms to come, woe and unreſt : 

Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy fees ; 

And crofly to thy good, all fortune goes. Exit. 


ACT WM. SCENE I. 
Bolin pbroke's Camp. 


Euter Belingbroke, York, Northumberland, Roſs, Percy, 
_ Willoughby, with Bulhy 2nd Green Priſoners, 


BOLiNGBROKE, 


RING forth theſe men 

Buſhy and Green, I will not yex your ſouls 
(Since preſently your ſouls muſt part your bodies) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives; 
For *twere no charity: yet to waſh your blood 
From off. my hands, here in the view of men, 
I will unfold ſome cauſes of your deaths, .- ' 
You have miſled a Prince, a royal King, 
A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 
By you unhappy'd, and disfigur'd clean. 
You have in manner with your ſinful hours 4 
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Made a divorce betwixt his Queen and him; 
Broke the poſſeſſion of a royal bed, 
And ſtain'd the beauty of a fair Queen's cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes, with your foul wrongs; 
My ſelf, a Prince, by fortune of my birth, | 
Near to the King in blood, (andnear in loye, 
Till you did make him mifinterpret me,) 
Have ſtoopt my neck under your injuries, 
And ſigh'd my Engliſh breath in foreign clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of baniſhment : 
While you have fed upon my ſeigniories; 
Diſ-park'd my parks, and fell'd my foreſt woods : 
From mine own windows torn my houſhold coat, 
Raz'd out my Impreſs; leaving me no ſign, 
Save men's opinions, and my living blood, 
To ſhew the world I am a gentleman. 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this; 
Condemns you to the death. See them deliyer'd 
To execution, and the hand of death. | 
Buſhy, More welcome is the ſtroke of death to me, 
Than Bolingbroke to England. 
Green. My comfort is, that heav'n will take our ſouls, 
And-plague injuſtice with the pains of hell. 1 45 
Boling, My lord Northumberland, ſee them diſpatch'd. 
Uncle, you fay the Queen is at your houſe; | 
For heav'n's ſake, fairly let her be intreated ; . 
Tell her I ſend to her my kind commends; 
Take ſpecial care my greetings be deliver'd. 
York, A gentleman of mine I have diſpatch'd 
With letters of your love to her at large. 
Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle: come my lords, away, 
To fight with Glendower, and his complices; $8. 
A while to work, and after holiday. Exeunt. 


SCENE: 
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| SCENE u. 
* Changes to the Coaſt of Wales. 
 PFlowuriſh : Drums and Trumpets. 


Eater King Richard, Aumerle, Biſhop of Carlifle, and 
Soldiers. . 


N. Rich. D Ariloughly · caſtis call you this? f 

& B Aum. Yea, my * lord; how brooks 
a 4 your grace the air, 

After your toſſing on the breaking ſeas ? 

K. Rich. Needs muſt T ike it well: I weep for joy 
To ſtand upon my kingdom once again. | 
Dear earth, I do ſalute thee with my hand, 
Though rebels wound thee with their horfes hoofs : 
As a long-parted- mother with her child, | 
Plays fondly with her tears, and ſmiles in meeting; 
So weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee my earth, 
And do thee fayour with my royal bands. 
Feed not thy foveraign's foe, my gentle ea: th, 
Nor with thy fweets comfort his rav'nous ſenſe : 
But let thy ſpiders that ſuek up thy venom, 
And heavy-gaited toads, lye in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with uſurping ſteps do trample thee. 
Yield ſtinging nettles to mine enemies ; | 
And when they from thy boſom pluck a flower, 
Guard it I pr'ythee with a lurking adder ; 
Whoſe double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy ſoveraign's enemies, 
Mock not my ſenſeleſs conjuration, lords ; 
This earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe ſtones - 
Prove armed ſoldiers, ere her native King 
Shall faulter under foul rebellious arms. 

Biſhop. Fear not, my lord, that pow'r that made you 

| Kin | | 

Hath * keep you King, in ſpite of all. 
The means that heaven yields muſt be embrac'd, 


* 


* 
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An3 not neglected: elſe if heaven would | 
And we would not, heayen's offer we refuſe, 
The proffer'd means of ſuccour and redreſs. 

Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too remiſs, 
Whilſt Bolingbroke, through our ſecurity, | 
Grows ſtrong and great, in ſubſtance and in power. 

K. Rich. Diſcomfortable couſin, know'ft thou not, 
That when the ſearching eye of heay'n is hid 
Behind the globe, that Tots the lower world; 

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unſeen, 
In murders, and in outrage bloody here. 

But when from under this terreſtrial ball 

He fires the proud tops of the eaſtern pines, 


And darts his light through every guilty hole ; 
in 


Then murders, treaſons, and deteſted ſins, 
The cloke of night being pluck d from off their backs 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelyes, 
So when this thief, this traitor Bolingbroke, 
Who all thi- while has revell'd in the night, 
W hil't we were wand'ring with the Antipodes, 
Shall ſee us riſing in our throne, the eaſt x 
— treaſons will fit bluſhing in his face, 
t able to endure the fight of day; 
But ſelf- affrighted, tremble at his ſin. 
Not all the water in the rough rude ſea 
Can waſh the balm from an anointed King; 
The breath of gy men cannot depoſe. . a 
The deputy elected by the Lord. 
For ev'ry man that Bolingbroke hath preſt, 
To lift ſharp ſteel againſt our golden crown, 
Heav'n for his Richard hath in heav'nly pay 
A glorious angel; then if angels fight, 
Weak men muſt fall, for heay'n ſtill guards the right, 


SCENE II. 
Enter Salisbury. 


Welcome, my lord, how far off lies your pow'r? 
Salis, Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious lord, 

Than this weak arm; diſcomfort guides my tongue, 

And bids me ſpeak of nething but deſpair; 


One 
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Ong day (too late I fear, my noble lord) 

Hath. clouded all thy happy days on earth. 

Oh call back yeſterday, by time return, 
And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting men. 
To-day, to-day, unhappy day too late 


O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy ſtates 


Fer all the Welſhmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bolingbroke, diſpers'd and fled, 
Aum. 2 my Liege; why loeks your grace ſo 

e? | 

K. Rich, But now the blood of twenty thouſand men 

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled. * 

All ſouls that will be ſafe, fly from my ide, 

For time hath ſet a blot upon my pride. | 
Aum, Comfort, my Liege; remember who you are. 

K. Rich. I had forgot my ſelf : am 1 not King: 

Awake, thou coward Majeſty, thou ſleepeſt; 

Is not the King's name forty thouſand names? 

Arm, arm my name; a puny ſubject ſtrikes 

At thy great glory. Look not to the ground, 

Ye fav'rites of a King! are we not high? 

High be our thoughts, I know my uncle York 
Hath pow'r to ſerve our turn, But who eomes here; 


SCENE ly. 
Enter Scroop, 


Scroop, More health and happineſs betide my Liege, 
Than can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him. 
K. Rich. Mine ear is open, and-my heart prepar'd ; 
The worſt is worldly loſs thou can't unfold, 
Say, is my kingdom loſt } why, 'twas my care; 
And what loſs is it to be rid of care? 
_ Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we"? 
Greater he ſhall not be, if he ſerve God, 
We'll ſerve him too, and be his fellows ſo. 
Revolt our ſubjects? that we cannot mend; 


— 


* * — 


and they are fled, 


And till ſo much blood thither come again, | 


Have 1 not reaſon to look pale, and dead? _ 
All fouls ——— | They 


4 


King Ricuard II. "f 


They break their faith to God as well as us. 
Cry woe, deſtruction, ruin, loſs, decay; 
The worſt is death, and death will have his day. 
Scroop. Glad am I, that your Highneſs is ſo arm'd 
To bear the tidings of calamity, | 
Like an unſeaſonable ſtormy day, 
Which makes the ſilyer rivers drown their ſhores, 
As if the world were all diſſolv'd to tears; | 
So high above his limits ſwells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land | 
With hard bright ſteel, and hearts more hard than tee}, 
White beards bave arm'd their thin and hairleſs ſcalps 
Againſt thy Majeſty, boys with women's voices 
. Strive to ſpeak big, and claſp their female joints 
In ſtiff unwieldy arms, againſt thy crown: 
The very beadſmen learn to bend their bows 
Of double fatal Ewe, againſt thy ſtate : 
Yea diſt:ff-women manage ruſty bills. 
Againſt thy ſeat both old and young rebel, 
And all goes worſe than I have pow'r to tell. 
K. Rich, Too well, too well, thou tell'ſt a tale ſo iN, 
| ' Where is the Earl of Wiltſhire? where is Bagot ? 
ö What is become of Buſhy? where is Green? 
That they have let the dang'rous enemy 
Meaſure our eonfines with ſuch peaceful ſteps ? 
If we prevail, their heads ſhall pay for it. 
I warrant they've made peace with Bolingbroke, (ord. 


* Scroop. Peace they have made with him, indeed, my 
K. Rich, O villains, vipers,damn'd without redemption, 
: Dogs, eaſily won to fawn on any man; 


Snakes in my heart-blood warm'd, that ſting my heart; 
Three Judaſſes, each one thrice worſe than Judas / 
Would they make peace ? terrible hell make war 
Upon their ſpotted ſouls for this offence ' 
Scroop, Sweet love, I ſee, changing his property, 
Turns to the ſow'reſt and moſt deadly hate: ; 
; Again uncurſe their ſouls; their peace is made | | 
. With heads, and not with hands : thoſe whom you 
curſe . 
Have felt the worſt of death's deſtroying hand, 
And lye full low, grav'd in the hollow ground, 


y Aum. 1 


— 
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_— b Buſhy, Green, and th' Earl of Wiltſhire 
ead? SR. 
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Briſtol loſt their heads, 
Aum. Where is the Duke my father, with his power? 
K. Rich. No matter where; of comfort no m 
ſpeak: : | 
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs, 
Make duſt our paper, and with rainy eyes 
< Write ſorrow in the boſom of the earth! 
Let's chuſe executors, and talk of wills; 
©. And yet not ſa— for what can we bequeath, 
Save our depoſed bodies to the ground: 
© Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke's, 
And nothing can wecall our own, but death; 
And that ſmall model of the barren earth 
© Which ſerves as paſte and cover to our bones. 
« For heav'n's ſake let us fit upon the ground, 
And tell ſad tories of the death of Kings: 
How ſome have been depos'd, ſome ſlain in war: 
© Some haunted by the ghoſts they diſpoſleſs'd: 
< Some poiſon'd by their wives, "Ax ſeeping kill'd, 
All murther d. For within the hollow crown, 
© That rounds the mortal temples of a Kin 
© Keeps Death his court, and there the Antick its 
Y Scoffing bis ſtate, and grinning at his pomp; 
Allowing him a breath, a little ſcene : 
© To monarchize, be fear\d, and kill with looks; 
© Infuſing him with ſelf and vain conceit, 
As if this fleſh, which walls about our life, 
Were braſs impregnable: and humour'd thus, 
Comes at the laſt, and with a little pin 
© Bores through his caſtle-walls, and fare wel King! 
Cover your heads, and mock not fleſh and blood 
Wich ſolemn rey'rence : throw away reſpect, 
© Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty, 
For you have but miſtook me all this while: 
« Ilive on bread like you, feel want like you, 
'« Taſte grief, need friends, like you: ſubjected thus, 
* How can you ſay to me I am a King? | 
Carl. My lord, wiſe men ne'er wail their preſent 


woes, | 
But 
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But preſently prevent the ways to wail : 
To tear the foe, ſince fear opprefleth ſtrength, 
Gives, in your weakneſs, ſtrength unto your foe; * 
And ſo your follies fight againſt your ſelf, 
K. Rich. Thou chid'ft me well: proud Bolingbroke, 
come 
Say, Scroop, where lyes qur uncle with his power? 
Scroop.- I play the torturer, by ſmall and ſmall 
To lengthen out the worſt, that muſt be ſpoken. 
Your uncle York is join'd with Bolingbroke, 
And all your northern caſtles yielded up, 
And all your ſouthern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his faction. 
K. Rich. Thou haſt ſaid enough. 
Beſhrew thee, couſin, which didſt lead me forth 
Ol that ſweet way I was in to deſpair. 
What ſay you now? what comfort have we now? 
By heav'n I'll hate him everlaſtingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Go to Fllat- caſtle, there 1'll pine away: 
A-King, woe's flaye, ſhall kingly woe obey: 


R 


* unto your foe; 

Fear, and be flain, no worſe can come from fight, 

And fight and die, is death 2 death, 

Where fearing, dying, pays death ſervile breath, 

Aum. My father hath a pow'r, enquire of him, 

And learn to make a body of a limb. | 
K. Rich. Thou chid'ſt me well: proud Bolingbroke, I 

come 

To change blows with thee, for our day of doom; 

This ague-fit of fear is over-blown, 

An eaſie task it is to win our own. EE 

Say, Scroop, where lyes our uncle with his power? 

Speak ſweetly, man, although thy looks be ſower. 
Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the zky 
The ſtate and wap pie — the day; 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye, 

4 My tongue hack but a heayier tale to ſays 

And {0 een 


That 
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That pow'r I have, diſcharge, and let em go 
To ear the land, that hath ſome hope to grow. 
For I have none. Let no man ſpeak again 
To alter this, for counſel is but vain. e 
Anm. My Liege, one word. 

K. Rich. He does me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatt'xies of his tongue; 
Diſcharge my followers: let them away, 
From Richard's night to Bolingbroke's fair day, [Exeunt; 


_— _ —— 
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Bolingbroke's Camp. 


Enter i. h drum and colours, Bolingb roke, York, 
Northumberland, and Attendants. 


Boling. 8 O that by this pe a we learn 
The Welſhmen ate diſpers'd, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 
With ſome few private friends upon this coaſt. 
North. The news is very fair and good, my lord, 
Richard not far from hence hath hid his head. 
Tork. It would beſeem the lord Northumberland, 
To ſay King Richard. Ah, the heavy xa 
When ſuch a ſacred King ſhould hide his head! 
North, Your grace "miſtakes me; only to be brief 
Left I his title out, | 
York. The time hath been, | 
Would you have been ſo brief with him, he would 
Have been ſo brief, to ſhorten you the head. 
Boling. Miſtake not, uncle, farther than you ſhould, 
Tork. Take not, good couſin, farther than you ſhould, 
Left you miſtake ; the heav'ns are o'er your head, 
Boling. | know it, uncle, nor oppoſe my felt 
Againſt their will. But who comes here? 
| Enter Percy. 
Welcome Harry; what, will not this caſtle yield? 
Percy, The caſtle royally is mann'd, my lord, 
- Againſt your entrance, 
Boling. 


. 


ig. 
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Boling, Royally? why. it contains no King? 
Percy. Yes, my good lord, 

It doth contain a King: King Richard lyes 

Within the limits of yond lime and ſtone; 


And with bim lord Aumerle, lord Salisbusy, 


Sir Stephen Scroop, beſides a clergy- man 

Of holy reverence: who, I cannot learn. - 
North, Belike it is the biſhop of Carliſie. 5 
Boling. Nohle lord, [To North] 


Go to the rude ribs of that antient caſtle, 


Through brazen trumpet ſend the breath of parle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver: 

Henry of Bolingbroke upon his knees 

Doth kiſs King Richard's hand, and ſends allegiance 


And faith of heart unto his royal perſon: 


Ev'n at his feet I lay my arms and pow'r, 
Provided, that my baniſhment repeal'd, 

And lands reſtor'd again, be ſreely granted; 

If not, I'll uſe th* adyantage of my pow'r, 

And lay the ſummer's duſt with ſhow'rs of blood, 
Rain'd from the wounds of ſlaughter'd Engliſhmen, 


The which, how fir off from the mind of olingbrokg 


Tt is, ſuch crimfon tempeſt ſhould bedrench 

The freſh green lap of fair King Richard's land, 
My ſtooping duty tenderly ſhall ſhew, | 
Go ſignifie as much; while here we march 

Upon the graſſie carpet of this plain, 

Let's march without the noiſe of threat'ning drum, 
That from this caſt e's tatter'd ba'tlements 

Our fair appointments may be well perus'd. 


. Methinks King Richard and my ſelf ſhould meet 


With no leſs terror than the elements 

Of fire and water, when their thund'ring ſmoak 
At meeting, tears the cloudy cheeks of heay'n ; *. 
March on, and mark King Richard how he looks. 


— 


* — cheeks of heav'n: n f 

Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water: 

The rage be his, while on the earth I rain 

My waters; on the earth, and not on him. 

March on, &c, * 
N G - SCENE 
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Parle without, and anſwer within; then 4 flourifs: f 
Enter on the walls, King Richaid, the Biſhop of Cars 
| liſle, Aumerle, Scroop and Salisbury. 


See, ſee, King Richard doth himſelf appear 
As doth the bluſhing diſcontented ſun, 


From out the fiery portal of the Eaſt, 
When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory, and to ſtain the tract | 
i Of his bright paſſage to the Occident. 21 
1 York, Yet looks he like a King; behold his eye, 
* As bright as is the Eagle's, lightens forth 
| 


Controlling Majeſty; alack, for woe, 
That any harm ſhould ſtain ſo fair a ſhow, 

K. Rich, We are amaz'd, and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, [To North, 
Becauſe we thought our ſelf thy lawful King; 

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their 2wful duty to our preſence ? 
If we be not, ſhew us the hand of God, 
That hath diſmiſs'd us from our ſtewardſhip. + 
Tur well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the ſacred handle of our ſcepter, 
Unleſs he do prophane, ſteal, or ufurp, 
And though you think, that all, as you have done; 
Have'torn their ſouls, by turning them from us, 
And we are barren, and bereft of friends: 
Yet know, my. maſter, God omnipotent, 
Is muft'ring in his clouds on our behalf <2: 
Armies of. peſtilence; and they ſhall ſtrike 
Tour children yet unborn, and unbegor; 
That lift your vaſſal hands againſt my head, 
Agd threat the glory of my precious crown. 
Tell Bolmgbroke, (for yond methinks he is] ; 
That every ſtride he makes upon the land | 5 
Is dangerous treaſon; he is come to ope 
The purple teſtament of bleeding war. p 
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But ere the crown he looks for live in pease, 
Ten thouſand bloody crowns of mothers ſors . 
Shall ill become the flow'r of England's face, 
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To ſcarlet indignation, and bedew | 
Her paſtor's graſs with faithful Engliſh blood. | 
North, The King of heay'n forbid, our lord the 
Kin | | 
Should ſo with civil and uncivil arms 
Be ruſh'd upon: no, thy thrice-noble couſin, 
Harry of Bolingbrołe, doth kiſs thy hand, 
And by the honourable tomb he ſwears 
That ſtands upon your royal grandſire's bones, 
And by the royalties of both your bloods, 
(Currents that i pring from one moſt gracious head} 
And by the bury'd hand of warlike Gaunt, 
And by the worth and honour of himſelf, 
Compriſing all that may be ſworn, or aid, 
His coming bither hath no farther ſcope, 
Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Infranchiſement immediate on his knees : 
Which on thy royal party granted once, 
His glitt'ring arms he will commend to ruſt; 
His barbed ſteeds to ſtables; and his heart 
To faithful ſervice of your Majeſty. 
This ſwears he, as he is a Prince, is juſt; 
And as I am a gentleman, I credit him. | 
K. Rich. Northumberland, ſay thus the King returns 
His noble couſin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accompliſh'd without contradiction. 
With all the gracious utterance thou haſt, 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. 
We do debaſe our ſelf, couſin, do we not, [To Aum; - 
To look fo poorly, and to ſpeak fo fair? | h 
Shall we dall back Northumberland, and ſend 
Defiance to the traitor, and fo die ? ” 
- Aum, No, good my lord, let's fight with gentle 
words, , | | 
Till time lend friends, and friends their help ful ſwords, 


C2 K. Rich, 
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K. Rich. Oh God, oh God! that e'er this tongue of 


a mine, 
That laid the ſentence of dread. baniſnment 
On yond proud man, ſhould take it off again, 
With words of ſooth.; oh that I were as great 
As is my grief, or leſſer than my name | 
Or that I could forg-t what I have been, 
Or not remember what I muſt be now! | \ 
Swell'ſt thou. proud heart? ll give thee ſcope to beat, 
Since foe have ſcope to beat both thee and me. 
Aum. Northumberland comes back from EFolingbroke, 
K. Rich. What muſt the King do now? muſt he ſub- 
mit? 
The King ſnall do it: muſt he be depos'd:? 
The King ſhall be contented : muſt he loſe 
The name of King? o'God's name let it go. 
I'll give my jewels for a ſet of beads z 
My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage; 
My gay apparel, for an alms-man's gown ; | 
N Four goblets, for a diſh of wood ; 
My ſcepter, for a palmer's walking ſtaff ; 
My ſubjects, for a pair of caryed ſaints, 
And my large kingdom, for a little grave, 
A little little grave, an obſcure q-me. 
Or I'll be bury'd in the King's high way ; , 
Some way of common trade, where ſubject's feet 
Mey hourly trample on their ſoveraign's head, * 
Anmerle, thou weep'ſt, my tender-hearred couſin, 
We'll make faul weather with deſpiſed tears: 
Our ũghs, and they, fhall lodge tre. fummer corn, 
And make a dearth in this revolting land. 
Or ſhall we play the wantons with our woes, 
And make ſome pretty match with ſhedding tears? 
As thus, to drop them il] upon one place, , - 


9 — 
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* ſoveraign's head. | | 
For on my heart m_ tread now, whilſt I live ; 
And bury*d once, why not upon my head? 
 Mranerle, c. 5 i 
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Till they bave fretted us a pair of graves, * 
Moſt mighty Prince; my lord Northumberland, 
What ſays King Bolingbroke ? will his Majeſty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die? 
You make a leg, and Bolingbroke ſays ay. 
North. My lord, in the baſe court he doth attend 
To ſpeak with you, may't pleaſe you to come down; 
K. Rich, Down, down I come, like gliſt'ring Phaston, 
Wanting the manage of _ jades. 
Boling. What ſays his Majeſty ? 
North, Sorrow of heart 
'S Makes him ſpeak fondly, like a frantick man; 
Yet he is come, 
Boling. Stand all ap art, and ſhow 
Fair duty to his Majeſty. 
My gracious lord | [ Kneels, 
EK. Rich, Fair couſin, you debaſe your princely knee, 
To make the baſe earth proud with kifling it, 
Me rather had, my heart might feel your love, 
Than my unpleas'd eye ſee your courteſie. 


— — 
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* a pair of graves, 
Within the earth; and therein laid, there lyes 1 
Two kinſmen digg'd their graves with weeping eyes; 
Would not this ill do well ? well, well, I ſee 
J talk but idly, and you mock at me. 

_ Moſt mighty Prince, &c. 


*. of unruly jades. 

In the baſe court ? baſe court where Kings grow baſe, 

To come at traitors calls, and do them grace. i 

In the baſe court come down? down court, down King, 

For Night-owls ſhriek, where tnountingLarks ſhould ſings 
Boling, What, Oc. 


* 


* your courteſie. 

Up, couſin, up, your heart is up, I know, 
Thus high at feat, although your knee be low. 
_ Boling, My, GM. 3 
; C 3  Boling. 
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Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own. 

K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 
Boling. So far be mine, my moſt redoubted lord, 

As my true ſervice ſhall deſerve your love. + 
k. Rich. Wellyoudeſerv'd: they well deſerve to have, 

That know the ſtrong'ſt and ſureſt way to get. 

Uncle, give me your band ; nay, dry your eyes, 


Tears ſhew their love, but want their remedies, 


Couſin, I am tos young to be your father, 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have, I'll give, and willing too; 
For do we muſt, what force will have us do. 
Set on towards London, Couſin, is it ſo ? 
Boling. Yea, my good lord. 
K. Rich. Then J muſt not ſay no, *[Flowriſh, Exeunt, 
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Or if of grief, being alt; geiher had, 
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SCENE VII. 
| 4 Garden, 


- Enter Queen and two Ladies: 


Queen. w HAT ſport ſhall we deviſe here in this 
| | garden, 
To drive away the heavy thought of care } 

Lady. Madam, we':l play at bowls, 

Queen. Twill make me think the world is full of rubs, 
And that my fortune runs againſt the bias. : 

Lady. Madam, we'll dance, 35 

Queen, My legs can keep no meaſure in delight, 
When my poor heart no meaſure keeps in grief. 
Therefore no dancing, girl; ſome other ſport. 

Lady, Madam, we'll tell tales, Pos 

Queen, Of ſorrow or of joy: 

Lady, Of either, Madam. 

Queen. Of neither, girl. 


For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 


It doth remember me the more of ſorrow: 


— 
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It adds more ſorrow to my want of joy: 
For what I have, I need not to repeat: 
And what I want, it boots not to complain, 
Lady, Madam, I'll ſing. | 
Queen, 'Tis well that thou haſt cauſe : | 
But thou ſhould'ſt pleaſe me better, would'ſt thou weep. 
' Lady. Icould weep, Madam, would it do you good. 
Queen, And 1 could weep, would weeping do me 


8 0 
And never bortow any tear of thee, 
(Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe trees, 
My wretchedaeſs ſuits with a row of pines.) 


1 Enter a Gardener and two Servants, 


But ſtay, here come the gardeners; 

They'll talk of State, for every one doth ſo, 

Againſt a change; woe is fore-run with woe. | 
wy | {Queen and ladies retire; 

Gard. Go bind thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 
Which like unruly children, make their Sire 
Stoop with oppreſlioa of their prodigal weight: 

Give ſome ſupportance to the bending twigs, 
Go thou, and ie an executioner 

Curt off the heads of two faſt-growing ſprays, 

| That look too lofty in our common-wealth z 
All muft be even in our government, 

You thus imploy'd, I will go root away 

The noiſom weeds, that without profit ſuck - 

The ſoil's fertility from wholſom flowers. 

Serv. Why ſhould we, in the compaſs of a pale, 
Keep law, and form, and due proportion, | 
Shewing as in a model, our firm ſtare ? 

When our ſea-walled garden, the whole land, 
Is full of weeds, her faireſt flowers choak'd up, 
Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ins.” 
Her knots diſorder'd, and het wholſom herbs 
Swarming with Caterpillars ? 
Gard, Hold thy peace. 
He that hath ſuffer'd this diſorder'd ſpring, 
_ . Bath now himſelf met with the fall of leaf; | 
| C 4 | The 
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The weeds that his broad-ſpreadiny leaves did ſhelter, 
(That ſeem'd in eating him, to hold him up,) 
Are pull'd up, root and all, by Bolingbroke , 
I mean the Earl of Wil:ſhire, Buſhy, Green, 
Serv. What are they dead? | 
Gard, They are, | | 
And Bolingbroke hath ſeiz'd the waſteful King. 
What pity is it, that he had not trimm'd 
And dreſt his land; as we this garden dreſs, 
And wound the bark, the skin of our fruit trees, 
Leſt being over-proud with ſap and blood, 1 


— — — ——— —— — —⅛. 


With too much riches it confougd it ſelf; 
} Had he done ſo to great and growing men, 


They might have liy'd to bear, and he to taſte 
Their fruits of duty, All ſuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live: 
Had he done ſo, himſelf had born the crown, 
Which waſte and idle hours have quite thrown down, 
2 LR think you then, the King ſhall be de- 
| os d? 3 | 
Gard, Depręſt he is already, and depos'd. WM. 
'Tis doubied he will be. Letters laſt night 1 
Came to a dear friend of the Duke of York, . 
That tell black tidings. * x 
Weep: Oh I am preft to death through want of 
eaking : 
Thou — Tikenels, ſet to dreſs this garden, 
How dares BY tongue ſound this unpleaſing news 2. 
W hat Eve, what Serpent hatb ſuggeſted thee, b 
To make a ſecond fall of curſed man? 
| Why doſt thouſay King Richard is 1 : 
| Dar'ſt thou, thou little better thing than earth, 
| Divine his downfal ? ſay, where, when, and how wm 
Cam'ft thou by theſe ill tidings? f. peak, thou wretch, 
Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have I 
To breathe theſe news; yet what I ſay is true; 
King Richard, he isin the mighty hold | 
Of Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are weigh'd : 
Ins your Lord's ſcale is nothing but himſelf, 
| And ſome few vanities that make bim light; 1 5 
| | . ut 
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Bat in the ballance of great Bolingbroke, 

Beſides himſelf are all the Engliſh peers, 

And with that odds he weighs King Richard down. 
Poſt you to London, and you'll find it ſo; 

I ſpeak no more, than every one doth know. 


Queen. Nimble miſchance, that art ſo light of foot, 


Doth not thy embaſſage belong to me ? 

And am I laſt that know it? Oh thou think'ſt 

To ſerve me Jaſt, that I may longeſt keep 

The ſorrow in my breaſt. Come ladies, go, 

To meet at London, London's King in woe. 

What, was I born to this! that my ſad look, 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke / 
Gard'ner, for telling me theſe news of woe, 

I. would the plants thou graft'ſt may never grow. 


a [ Ex, Queen and ladies, . 
Gard. Poor Queen, ſo that thy ſtate might be na 


worſe, | | 
I would my skill were ſubje& to thy curſe. 
Here did ſhe drop a tear, here in this place 
I'll ſet a bank ot Rue, ſow'r herb of grace : 
Rue, ev'n for ruth, here ſhortly ſhall be ſeen, 
In the remembrance of a'weeping Queen. 


SE Ex. Gard, and Serv. 


R 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 


LONDON. 


Euter as to the Parliament, Bolingbroke, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumberland, Percy, Fitzwater, Surry, Biſhop of Car- 
liſle, Abbot of Weſtminſter, Herald, Officers, and 
Bagot. | 
. BoLl1iNGBROKE,. 


8 ALL Bagot forth: now freely ſpeak thy mind, 
What thou doft know of noble Glo'fter's death 2 - _ 
C5. | Who 
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Who wrought it with the King, and who perform'g 
The bloody office of his timeleſs end? ; 
Fagot, Then ſet before my face the lord Aumerle, 
Boling. Couſin, ſtand forth, and look upon that man. 
Bagot. My lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scorns to unſay, what it hath once deliver'd. 
In that dead time when Glaſter's death was plotted, 
TJ heard you ſay, is not my arm of lengtb, 
That reacheth from the reftful Engliſh court 
As far as Calais to. my uncle's head ? 
Amongſt much other talk, that very time, 
J heard you ſay, you rather had refuſe 
The offer 6f an hundred thouſand crowns, 
Than Bolingbroke return to England; adding, 
Ho bleſt this land would be in this your couſin's death; 
Aum. Princes, and noble lords, | 
What anſwer-ſhall I make to this baſe man: 
Shall I fo much diſhonour my fair ſtars, 
On equal terms to give him chaſtiſement ? 
Either I muſt, or have mine honour ſoil'd 
With the attainder of his flandrous ps. 
There is my Gage, the manual ſeal of death, 
That marks thee out for hell. Thou lieſt, 
And I'll maintain what thou haſt ſaid, is falſe, 
In thy heart blood, though being all too baſe 
To ſtain the temper of my knightly ſword. 
Boling. Baget, forbear; thou ſhaltnot take it up. 
Hum, Excepting one, L would he were the bell 
Imall this prefente that bath mov d me 18, © 
Fitxw. If that thy. valour ſt:nd on ſympathies, 
There is my Gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine: 
Zy that fair ſun, that ſnews me where thou ſtand'ſt, 
1 heard thee ſay, and vauntingly thou ſpak'ſt it, 
That thou wert cauſe of noble Glo er's death. 
E theu deny'ſt it, twenty times thou lieſt, 
And I will turn thy fal ſhood to thy beart 
Where it was forged, with my rapiet's point. | 
Am. Thou dar'ſt not, coward, live to ſee the day, 
Firzw. Now, by my ſoul, I would it were this hour, 
Am. Fitziwater, thou art damn'd to hell for this, 
8 138 Percy. 
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Percy. Aumerle, thou lieſt; his honour is as true, 
In this appeal, as thou art all unjuſt; 


And that thou art ſo, there I throw my Gage 
To prove it on thee, to th' extreameſt point. 


Of mortal breathing. Sefze it, if thou dar'ſt. 


Aum, And if 1 do not, may my hands rot of, 
And never brandiſh more reyengeful ſteel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe. 
Who ſets me elſe? by heay'n, I'll throw at all. 
I have a thouſand ſpirits in my breaſt, 
To anſwer twenty thouſand ſuch as you. 
Surry, My lord Fitzwater, I remember well 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. . 
Fitzw. My lord, tis true: you were in preſence then; 
And you can witneſs with me, this is true. 
Surry, As falſe, by heav'n, as heay'nit ſelf is true. 
Fitzw, Surry, thou lieſt. | 
Surry. Diſhonourable boy, 
That lie ſnhall lye ſo heavy on my fword, - 
That it ſhall render vengeance and revenge, 
Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, reſt 
In earth as quiet, as thy father's ſcull. 
In proof whereof, there is mine honour's pawn; 
Engage it to the tryal, if thou dar'ſt, 
Fit zw. How fondly doſt thou ſpur a forward horſe ? 
If J dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 
I dare meet Surry in a Wilderneſs,  . 
And ſpit upon him, whilſt J ſay he lies, 
And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faigh, 
To tie thee to my ſtrong correction. 
As | intend to thrive in this new world, 
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal. | 
Beſides, I heard the baniſh'd Norfolk lay, . 
That thou Aumerle didſt ſend two of thy men 
To execute the noble Duke at Calais. | 
Aum. Some honeſt chriſtian truſt me with a Gage, 
That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down this, | 
If he may be repeal'd, to try his honour, 
Boling. Theſe Diff'rences ſhall all reſt under gage, 
Till Norfolk be repeal'd; repeal'd he ſhall bez; - + 
: 5 And 
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6 King R1icyar'd II. 
And though mise enemy, reſtor'd again 4 
To all his ſeiggiories; when he's return'd, 5 
Againſt Aumorle we will enforce his try al. | 
Carl. That honourable day ſhall neter be ſeen; - 
Many a time hath baniſh'd Norfolk fought 
For Jeſu Chriſt, in glorious chriſtian field 
Streaming the enſign of the chriſtian croſs, | 
Againſt black Pagans, Turks, aud. Saracens: 
Then toil'd with warks of war, retir'd himſelf 
To Italy, and there at Fenice gave r 
His bedy to that pleaſant country's earth, 
And his pure ſoul upto his captain Chriſt, 
Under whoſe colaurs he had fought fo long. 
Beling. Why, Biſhop, is Norfolk dead? 
Carl. Sure as I liye, my lord. 
Raling. Sweet peace conduct his ſoul 
To th' boſom of good Abrabam Lords appealants, 
Your diff'rences fhall all reſt under gage, 
Till we aſſign you to your days of tryal. 


cen nz . 
Enter Yark, 


York, Great Duke of Laxcaſter, I come to thee 
From plume - pluckt Richard, who with willing ſoul - 
Adopts thee heir, and his high ſcepter yields 

To the poſſeſſion of thy royal hand. 

Aſcend his throne, deſcending now from him, 

And long live Henry, of that name the Fourth, 
Boling. In God's name, I'Il aſcend the regal throne: 
Carl, Marry, heav'n forbid. gh 

Worſt in this royal prefence may I ſpeak, 

Yet beſt beſeeming me to ſpeak the truth. 

Would God, that any in this noble preſence 

Were enough noble to be upright judge 

Of noble Richard; then true nobleneſs would 

Learn him ſorbearance from fo faul a wrong. 

W hat ſubject can give ſentence on his King ? 

Aud who fits here that is not Richard's ſubject? 
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Thieves are not judg'd, but they are by to hear, 
N 2 guilt be ſeen in them. 

And ſhall the figure of God's majeſty, 

His captain, ſteward, deputy elec, | a 

Anointed, crown'd, and planted many years, 

Be judg'd by ſubject and inferior breath, - 

- And he himſelf not preſent? oh, forbid it, 

That in a chriftian climate, ſouls refin'd 

Should ſhew ſo heinous, black, obſcene a deed. 

I fpeak to ſubjects, and a ſubject ſpeaks, 

Stir'd up by heay'n, thus boldly for his King. 

My lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's King. 

And if you crown him, let me propheſie, 

The blood of Engliſh ſhall manure the ground, 
And future ages groanfor this foul act. 
Peace ſhall go ſleep with Turks and Infidels, 

And in this ſeat of peace, tumultuous wars 

Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound. 

Diſorder, horror, fear and mutiny 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call'd 

The field of Golgorha, and dead men's ſculls. 

Oh, if you rear this houſe, againſt his houſe, 

It will the wofulleſt diviſion prove, | 

That ever fell upon this curſed earth. 

Prevent, reſiſt it, let it not be ſo, 

Left children's children cry againſt you, woe. | 

North, Well have you argu'd, Sir; and for your pains, 

Of capital treaſon we rel you here, | 

My lord of Weſtwinſter, be it your charge, 

To keep him ſafely till his day of tryal, 

May't pleaſe you, lords, to grant the commons ſuit ? 

Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 

He may ſurrender: ſo we ſhall proceed 

Without / ſuſpicion, 

Tork. I will be his conduct. ** 
Boling.. Lords, you that are here under our arreſt, 

Procure your ſureties for your days of anſwer: 

Little are we beholden to your love, 

And little Jook'd ſor at your helping hands, 
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SCENE III. 
Enter King Richard and York; 


K. Rich, Alack, why am I ſent for to a King, 
Before | haye ſhook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet have learn'd 
T' inſinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee: 
_ Give ſorrow leave a-while, to tutor me 
To this ſubmiſſion, Yet I well remember 
The fayours of theſe men: were they not mine? 
Did they not ſometime cry, all hail to me: 
So Fudas did to Chriſt : but he in twelve 
Found truth in all, but one; 1, in twelve thouſand; 
none, * 3 
To do what ſervice, am I ſent for hither ? 
York, To do that office of thine own good will, 
Which tired Majeſty did make thee offer: 
The reſignation of thy ſtate and crown. 29 
. Rich. Give me the crown. Here couſin, ſeize the 
| crown, 1 | | 
Here on this ſide my hand, on that ſide thine. 
| No, 


— 


——— 


*in twelve thouſand, none. 

God ſave the King: will no man ſay, Amen, 
Am I both prieſt and clark? well then, Amen. 
God fave the King, although I be not he: 
And yet Amen, it heav'n do think him me, 
To do what ſervice, c. 


 F==m—0n that fide thine. 
New is this golden crown like a deep well, 

That owes two buckets, filling one another, 

The emptier ever dancing in the air, 

The other down, unſeen and full of water; 

That bucket down, and full of tears am 1, 

Prinking my griefs, whilſt you mount up on high. 
Zoling. I thought you had been willing to refign. 
| | 2 K. Rich, 


That more, c. i 
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New, mark me how I will undo my ſelf; 


I give this heavy weight from oft my head, 


And this unwieldy ſcepter from my hand, 
The pride of kingly ſway from out my heart, 


With mine own tgars I waſh away my balm,. 


With mine own hands I give away my crown, 
With mine own tongue deny my ſacred ſtate, 
With mine own breath releaſe all dutious oaths : 
All pomp and Majeſty I do forſwear : 

My manors, rents, revenues, I forgo ; 

My acts, decrees and ſtatutes I deny: 

God pardon all oaths that are broke to me, 

God keep all yows unbroke are made to thee, 


Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griey'd, 


And thou with all pleas'd, that haſt all atchiev' d. * 
What more remains ? | 


— 


Mi. A. 


K. Rich. My crown I am, but ſtill my griefs are mine $ 
You may my glories, and my ſtate depoſe, - 
But not my griefs; ſtill am I King of thoſe. 
Boling. Part of your cares you give. me with your 
crown. | , 
K. * Your cares ſet up, do not pluck my cares 
own. , 
My care, is loſs of care, by old care done; 
Your care, is gain of care, by new care won. 
The cares I give, I have, though given away; 
They tend the crown, yet ſtill with me they ſtay, 
Beling.. Axe you contented to reſign the crown? 
K. Rich. I no; no I, for I muſt nothing be 
Therefore no no, for I reſign to thee, 
Now, mark me, Oc. | 


* that haſt all atchiev'd ; 

Long may'ſt thou live in Richard's ſeat to fit, 
And ſoon lye Richard in an earthy pit, 
God ſave King Henry, unking'd Richard ſays, 
And ſend him many years of ſun-ſhine days, 
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North, No more; but that you red 
Theſe accuſations, and theſe grievous crimes 
Committed by your e and your followers; 
Againſt the ſtate and profit of this land: 
That by confeſſing them, the ſouls of men 
May deem that you are worthily. depos'd. 

K. Rich. Muſt I do ſo? and muſt I ravel out 
My weav'd- up follies? Oh Northumberland, 

It thy offences were upon record, 
Would it not ſhame thee, in ſo fair a troop, 
To read a lecture of them? if thou woll it; 


There ſhould'ſt thou find one heinoys article, 5 W 
Containing the oy wars. of a King, 8 w 
And cracking the ſtrong warrant of an oath, | 
Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the boek of heay'n, 
Nay, all of you, rhat ſtand and look upon me, | 
Whilſt that my wretchedneſs doth bait my ſelf, Gi 
Though ſome of you with Pilate waſh your hands, N 
Ske wing an outward pity ; yet you Pilates Sc 
© Have here deliver'd me to my ſow'r croſs, | A 
And water cannot waſh away your ſin, SET Li 


North, My lord, diſpatch; read o'er theſe articles. . 
2 EK. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears: I cannot ſee: 


And yet ſalt - water blinds them not ſo much, — BD 
But they can ſee a ſort of traicors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon my ſelf, H. 


I find my ſelf a traitor with the reſt: 


vj For I have given here my ſoul's conſent, . * 
| T' undeck the pompous body of a King; 5. 
Made glory baſe ; a ſoveraign, a flave ; | 

Proud Majeſty, a ſubject: ſtate, a peaſant, . 8 

f North, My lord. A 

EK. Rich. No lord of thine, inſulting man; . 

Nor no man's lord: I have no name, no title; Is 

No, not that name was giy'n me at the font, | T 

But *tis uſurp'd. Alack the heavy day, | | A 

That I have worn ſo many winters out, A 

And know net now, what name to call my ſelf. Fe 

Oh, that I were a mockery King of ſnow, . M 


Standing before the ſun of Bolingbroke, H 
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To melt my ſelf away in water drops. * 


Let it command a mirror hither ſtreight, 

That it may ſhew me what a face 1 have, 

Since it is — of his Majeſty. | | 
Boling, Go ſome of you and fetch a looking-plaſs, 
North. Read'o'er this paper, while the glaſs doth come. 
K. Rich, Fiend, thou torment'ſt me, ere I come to hell, 
Boling. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland. 
North, The Commons will not then be ſatisfy'd. 

EX. Rich, They ſhall be fatisfy'd: I'll read enough, 
When I do ſee the very book indeed, 

Where all my fins are writ, and that's my ſelf, 


Enter one with a glaſs. 


Give me that glaſs, and therein will I read. 

No deeper wriakles yet? bath ſorrow ſtruck 

So many blows upon this face of mine, 

And made no deeper wounds? oh flatt'ring glaſs, 

Like to my followers in proſperity, 

"| Thou doſt beguile me. Was this face, the face 
That every day under bis houſhold-roof 

Did keep ten thouſand men ? was this the face, 

That like the ſun did make bebolders wink? * 

How ſoon my forrow hath deftroy'd my face! 


—_—_—_—— 
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*.— in water-drops. 
Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good, 
Ah if my, Cc. x | 
*_ — eholders wink? 2 
Is this the face, which fac'd ſo many follies, 
That was at laſt out-fac'd by Bolingbroke ? 
A brittle glory ſhineth in this face, 
As brittle as the glory is the face, 
For there it is, crackt in an hundred ſhivers, 
Mark, ſilent King, the moral of this ſport, 
How ſoon my ſorrow, 0 


6 


Ah if my word be ſterling yet in England, [To Boling, 
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Boing. The ſhadow of your forrow hath deſtroy'd 
The ſhadow of your face, 

K. Rich, Say that again. 

The ſhadow of my ſorrow ! ha, let's ſee, 

*Tis very true, my grief lies all within, 

And theſe external manners of laments 

Are merely ſhadows to the unſeen grief, i 

That ſwells with ſilence in the tortur'd ſoul, 

There lies the ſubſtance: and I thank thee, King, 

For thy great bounty, that not only giv'ſt + 

Me 3 # to wail, but teacheſt me the wa 

How to lament the cauſe. I'll beg one boon, 

And then be gone and trouble you no more. 
nee, ny eh 

' -  Boling, Name it, fair couſin, 

K. Rich, Fair couſin ! I am greater than a King; 
For when I was a King my flatterers | | 
Were then but ſubje&s ; being now a ſubject, 

1 have a King here to my flatterer: 
Being ſo great, I haye no need to beg, 

Boling. Yet ask. 3 

K. Rich. And ſhall I have? 

Boling. Lou ſhall. 

K. Rich. Then give me leave to go. 

Boling, Whither? IE +. Th 

K. Rich. Whither you will, ſo 1 were from your ſight, 

Boling. Go ſome of you, convey him to the Tower, 7 
On Wedneſday next we ſolemnly ſet down 
Our coronation : lords, prepare your ſelves. 


[Ex. all but Abboz, Biſhop of Carlifle and Aumerleſ. 


neden. | 
Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld, 
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*— to the Tower. wet in Lak: 3} 
K. Rich. Oh good; convey : conveyers are you all, 
That riſe thus nimbly by a true King's fall, | 


 Soling. On Wedneſday, c. 
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Biſhop. The woe's to come; the children yet unborn 
all feel this day as ſharp to them as thorn, 
Aum. You holy clergy-men, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ? | 
Abbot. Before I freely ſpeak my mind herein, 
You ſhall not only take the ſacrament, 
To bury mine intents, but to effect 
Whatever I ſhall happen to deviſe. 
I fee your brows are full of diſcontent, 
| Your hearts of ſorrow, and your eyes of tears. 
Come home with me to ſupper, and I'll lay 
A Plot ſhall ſhew us all a merry day. [Exennt; 
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F = ag Enter Queen and Ladies, 
| QuzzN 


HIS way the King will come: this is the way 
To Julius Cæſar's ill- erected tow'r, 

gbt, To whoſe flint boſom, my condemned lord 

. 7 Is doom'd a priſoner, by proud Bolingbroke, 

Here let us reſt, if this rebellious earth | 

Have any reſting for her true King's Queen, 


Enter King Richard and Guards. 


But ſoft, but ſee, or rather do not ſee, 
My fair roſe wither ; yet look up ; behold, 
That you in pity may diſſolve to dew, 
And waſh him freſh again with true-love tears, 
— O thou the model where old Trey did ſtand, 
{To K. Rich, 

U, Thou map of honour, thou King Richard's tomb, 
And not King Richard; thou moſt beauteous Inn, 
Why ould bard- favour e grief be lodg'd in 4 

| < en 
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When triumph is bcome an ale-houſe gueſt > 
EK. Kich, Join not with grief, fair woman, do not ſo, 
To make my end too ſudden + learn, good ſoul, 
To think our former ſtate a happy dream, 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are 
Shews us but this, I am ſworn brother, ſweet, 
To grim Neceflity ; and he and 1 | | 
Will keep a league till death, Hye thee to Frances. 
And cloiſter thee in ſome religious houſe; - 
Our holy lives muſt win a new world's crown, 
Which our profane hours here have ftricken down. 
Queen. How, is my Richard both in ſhape and mind 
 Fransform'd and weak ?-hath Bolingbroke de pos d 
Thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart? 
The Lion dying thruſteth forth his paw, 
And wounds the earth, if nothing elſc, with rage 
To be o'erpow'r'd: and wilt thou, pupil-like, 
Take thy correction mildly, kiſs the rod, 
And fawn on rage with baſe humility, 
Which art a Lion anda King of beaſts ?. 

R. Rich, A King of beafts indeed; if ought but beaſts, 
I had been ſtill a * King of men. ; 
Good, ſometime Queen, prepare thee hence for France; 
Think I am dead, and that ev'n here thou tak'ſt, 
As from my death bed, my laſt-living leave. 
In winter's tedious nights ſit by the fire 
With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales 
Of woekul ages, long ago betide: * ; 
And ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And ſend the hearers weeping to their beds. | 

ON | SCENE 


LL 
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* · to their beds. f : 

For why? the ſenſeleſs brands will ſympathize 

- The heavy accent of thy moving tongue, 

And in compaſſion weep the fire out: 

a ms mw mourn in _ ſome coal-hlack, 
rt of a ri King. 
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| Enter Northumberland, 
North, My lord, the mind of Boliugbroke is chang'd 5 
You muſt to Pomfret, not unte the Tower, 


And, Madam, there is order ta'en for you : 
With all ſwift ſpeed, you muſt away to France. 


The mounting Bolingbroke aſcends my throne, 
nd | The time ſhall not be many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul ſin-gath'ring head 
Shall break into corruption; thou ſhalt think, 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 
It is too little, helping him to all: 
And he fhall think, that thou which know'ft the way 
To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know again, 
Being ne'er ſo little urg'd, another way 
To pluck him headlong from th'ufurped throne, 
ſte, The love of wicked friends converts to fear; 

J That fear to hate; and hate turns one, or both, 
ce; To worthy danger, and deſerved death. 


North, My guilt be on my head, and there's an end: 


Take leave and part, for you muſt part forthwith, 
K. Nich. Doubly divorc'd? Bad men, ye violate 
A two-fold marriage; twixt my crown and me: 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. 
Let me unkiſs the oath, 'twixt thee and me: 
| | | (Þ the Queen, 
J. And yet not ſo, for with a kiſs *twas made. 
VER Part us, Northumberland I, towards the North, 
_ | Where ſhiv'ring cold and fickneſs pines the elime: 
She came adorned hither like ſweet May, 
Sent back like Hollowmas, or ſhorteſt day, 
ueen. And muſt we be diyided ? muſt we part? 
Banifh us both, and ſend the King with nie. 


* 
- 


%., 


K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder where witha! 


My Queen to France; from whence fet forth in pomp, 
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70 Ring RI coHARD II. 
North, That were ſome love, but little policy * 
K. Rich. Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 
„ -+ 4 | ; [They kiſs. 
Queen. Give me mine own again; 'twere no good 
art, 1 * 5 
To * me to keep, and kill thy heart. [X3ſs againz 


Se, now I have mine own again, be gone, 


That I may ſtrive to kill it with a groan, 


K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond delay: 


Once more adieu; the reſt let ſorrow ſay, [ Exeunt. 


— — 


— 


SCENE 11. 
Enter York and his Dutcheſs, 


Dutch. M Y lord, you told me you would tell the reſt; 
When weeping made you break the ſtory off 


Of our two couſins coming into London. 

York, Where did I leave? | 

Dutch. At that ſad ſtop, my lord, 6 
Where rude miſ-govern'd hands, from windew- tops, 
Threw duſt and rubbiſn on King Richard's head. 

York, Then as 1 ſaid, the Duke, great Bolingbroke, 
© Mounted upon a hot and fiery ſteed, 
© Which his aſpiring rider ſeem'd to know, 


but little policy, * 
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 
K. Rich. So two together weeping, make one woe, 

Weep thou for me in France; | for thee here: 

Better far off, than near, be ne'er the near. 

Go, count thy way with fighs, I mine with groans. 
Queen, So longeſt way ſhall have the longeſt moans. 
K. Rich, Twice for one ſtep 1'i] groan, the way be» 

ing ſhort, 2 . 

And piece the way out witk a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in wooing ſorrow let's be brief, 

Since wedding it, there is ſuch length in grief: 

One kiſs ſhall top our mouths, and dumbly part; 

Thus give I mine, &c. 


With 
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With flow, but ſtately pace, kept on his courſe: 

* While all tongues cry d, God lave thee, Bolingbroke. 

Lou would have thought the very windows ſpake, 

* So many greedy looks of young end ood 

Through caſements darted their deſiring eyes 

* Upon his viſage; and that all the walls 

with painted imag'ry had ſaid at once, 

Jeſu preſerve thee, welcome Bolingbroke, 

* Whilſt he, from ore ſide to the other turning, 

* Bare-headed, lower than his proud ſteed's neck, 

© Beſpoke them thus; I thank you countrymen ; 

And thus (till doing, thus he paſt along. 0 
Dutch. Alas! poor Richard, where rides he the white > 
Tork. As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 

After a well. grac'd actor leaves the ſtage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Even ſo, or with much more contempt, men's eyes 

Did ſcowle on Richard; no man cry'd, God fave him; 

Na joyſul tongue gave him his welcome home; 

© But duſt was thrown upon his ſacred head, 

* Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhook off, 

His face ſtill combating with tears and ſmiles, 

* The badges of his grief and patience; 

© That had not God, for ſome ſtrong purpoſe, ſteel'd 

* The hearts of men, they muſt perforce have melted, 

And barbariſm it ſelf have pitied him. 

But heaven hath a hand in theſe events, 

To whoſe high will we bound our calm contents. 

To Bolingbroke are we ſworn ſubje&s now, 

Whoſe ſtate and honour I for aye allow. 


r 
Enter Aumerle. 


Dutch. Here comes my ſon Aumerle. 

York, Aumerle that was, , 
But that is loſt for being Richard's friend, 
And, Madam, you muſt call him Rutland now: 
I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 
And laſting fealty in the new-made King. 
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Dutch, Welcome, my ſon; who are the Violets now, 

That ſtrew the green lap of the new - come ſpring? 
Am. Madam, Iknow not, nor I greatly care: 

God knows I led as lief be none, as ne. | 
York, Well, bear you well in this new ſpring of time} 

| Leſt you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What news from Oxford ? hold thoſe juſts and triumphs? 
Aum. For ought 1 know, they do. SE; 
York, Lou will be there. 

Aum, If God prevent me not, I purpoſe ſo. 

York, What cal is that that hangs without thy boſom } 
Yea, look ſt thou pale? let me ſee the writing, 

Aum, My, lord, 'tis nothing. 

Tork. No matter then who ſees it, 
1 will be ſatisfied, let me ſee the writin 
, Aum. I do beſeech your grace to pardon me, 

It is a mai. er of ſmall conſequence, | 

Which for ſome reaſons 1 would not have ſeen. 

York, Which for ſome reaſons, Sir, I mean to ſee 
I fear, I fear, | | rats 2 | 

Dutch. What ſhould you fear, my lord ? 

*Tis nothing but ſome bond he's enter'd into, 

For gay apparel, againſt the triumph. 

York, Bound to himſelf? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to? wife, thou art a fool, | 
Boy, let me ſee the. writing. 

Aum, I do beſeech you pardon me, I may not ſhew 
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York, I will be ſatisfied, let me ſee it, I ſay, 
2 8 . [Snatches it, and reads, 
Treaſon ! foul treaſon! villain, traitor, ſlave! 
Dutch, What's the matter, my lord ? 
York, Hoa, who's within there ? faddle my horſe, 
Heav'n for his mercy! what treachery is here? 
Dutch. Why, what is't, my lord? 
Tork. Give me my boots, I ſay: ſaddle my horſe, 
Now by my honour, my life, my troth 
I wilt appeach the villain; 
Dutch. What is the matter? 
Tork. Peace, fooliſh woman. a 
Dutch. 1 will not peace : what is the matter, ſon? 
Lg Aum. 


6. 


2 
*. 
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Aum. Good mother, be content; it is no more 
Than my poer life muſt anſwer. 
Dutch. Thy life anſwer! 


au} Sues RR. 

— => -Buter beruant with Boats." ..... 
York, Bring me my boots. I will unte the King. 
Datch. — 1 him, Aumerle. (Poor boy thou art a- 

maz'd.) l ; 

Hence, villain, never more come in my ſight. 

[Speaking to the ſervant. 
Tork. Give me my boots. | i 

Dutch. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the treſpaſs of thine own ? 
Have we more ſons? or are we like to have? 
Is not my teeming date drunk up With time? 


And wilt thou pluck my fair ſon from mine age, 


And reb me of a happy mother's name ? 
Is not he like thee? Is not he thine own? 
York.. Thov fond mad woman, 


Wilt thou conceal this dark conſpiracy ? 


A dozen of them here have ta'en the ſacrament, 
And interchangeably have ſet their hands, 
To kill the King at Oxford. . 
Dutch. He ſhall 'be none: 
We'll keep him here; then what is that to him? 
York, Away, fond woman: were he twenty times 
My fon, I would appeach him. 9 
Dutch. Hadſt thou groan'd for him 
As I have done, thou'dſt be more pitiful : 
But now I know thy mind; thou deft ſulpe& 
That I have been difloyal to thy bed, 
And that he is a baſtard, not thy ſon : 
Sweet York, ſweet husband, be not of that mind: 
He is as like thee as a man may be, 
Nor like to me, nor any of my kia, 
And yet I love him. 


York, Make way, unruly woman, Exi 
-Daich, Aﬀter, Aumerle, mount thee upon his 8 
D Spur 


| Changes 4 Oxford. 
Enter Bolingbroke, Percy, and ooher Lords, 


AN no- man tell of my unthrifty ſon ? 
LW 'Tisfull three moachs ſince |. did ſec him laſt. 
If any plague hang over-us, tis he: 
I would to: heav!n; my lords, he might be found, 
Inquire at London, mongſt the taverns there: 
For there, they fay, be daily doch frequent, 
With unreſtrained-looſe-companions: _. | 
Even ſuch, they ſay, as-ftand in narrow Janes, 
And rob our watch, and beat our paſlengers. 
While he, young, wanton, andeffeminate boy, 
Takes on the point ef henour, to ſupport 
So diffolute-a cx. 
Percy. My lord, fome two days fince I ſaw the Prince, 
And told him of theſe triumphs held at Oxford. 
Boling. And what ſaid the galant? 
Percy. His anſwer was; he would unto the ftews, 
Ad ftom the comment creature pluck a glove, 
And wear it as a favour, and with that | 
He would unborſe the luſtieſt challenger. 
Boling. As. diſſaluto as deſp'rate, yet through both 
I ſee ſonje ſparks of hope, which elder days 
May happily bring forth. But who comes bere ? 
: Enter Aumerle, | 
Aam. Where is the King? 
Boling. What means our couſin, that he ſtares 
And looks ſo wildly ? H | 
_ God fave your grace. I do beſeech your Ma- 
zany 
To 
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7 
To have ſome confetence with your grace alone. 

Boling. Withdraw your ſelves, and leave us here alone. 
What is the matter with our couſin now? 

Aum. For evermiy my knees grow to the earth;{Kneels! 
My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unlefs a pardon, ere 1 riſe or ſpeak. 

Boling. Intended or committed was this fault ? 
If but the firſt, how heinous e' er it be, 
To win thy after-love, I pafdon thee. | 

Aum, Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
That no man enter till the taſe be done. 42 
Boling. Have thy deſire. _ « [York within, 
York, My Liege beware, look to thy ſelf, | 
Thou haſt a traitor in thy preſence there, 

Boling. Villain, I'll make thee ſafe. 

Aum. wy thy revengeful hand, thou haſt no cauſe 
to fear. | 
rerk. Open the door, ſecute fool bardy King: 
Shall 1 for love ſpeak treafon to thy face ? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 


SCENE VII. 


3 Enter Torx. , 
Boling, Whatisthe matrer, uncle ? ſpeak, take breath, 
Tell us how near is danger, | 
That we may arm us ta encounter it. 
York, Peruſe this writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The reafon that my haſte forbids me ſhow, 
Aum. Remember as thau read, thy. promiſe paſt * 
I do repent me, read not my name there, 
My heart is not conſed'rate with my hand. 
Fork, Villain, it was, ere thy hand ſet it down 
I tore it frem the traytor's boſom, King; 
Fear, and not love, begets his penitence; 
Forget to pity him, 25 thy pity prove 
A ſerpent that will ſting thee to the heart. 
Beling. O heinous, ſtrong, and bold conſpiracy ! 
O loyal father of a treach'rous ſon !. 
Thou clear. immaculate, and ſilyer fountain, 
From whence this d. through muddy paſſages K 
| D Hath 
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Hath had his current, and defil'd bimſelf. 

Thy overflow of good converts to bad, 

And thine abundant goodneſs ſhall excuſe 

This deadly blot in thy digreſſing ſon. 
York, So ſhall my virtue be his vice's bawd, 

And he ſhall ſpend mine honour with his ſhame - 

As thriftleſs ſons their ſcraping fathers gold. 

Mine honour lives, when his diſhonour dies: 

Or my ſham'd life in his di nonour lies: 

Thou kill'ſt me in his life, giving him breath, 

The traytor lives, the true man's put to death. 

[ Dutcheſs within. 

Durch. What fo my Liege, for Te ns ſake let me in. 
Boling, What ſhrill-voic'd ſuppliant makes this eager 


cry ? 
Dutch. A woman, and thine aunt, great King, tis J. 
* with me, pity me, 5 * n the door. 
2 


r begs, that never begg'd before .* 
_— My dang'rous couſin, let your mother in, 
— fire's come to pray for your foul ſin. 
York, If thou do pa on, whoſoever pray, 
More ſins for his forgiveneſs proſper may; 
This feſter'd joint cut off, the reft is ſound : 


This let alone, will all the reſt coniound. 
SCENE VIII. 


Enter Dutcheſs. 


Dutch, O King, believe not this hard-hearted mar, 
Love, loving not it ſelf, none other dan. 

York. Thou frantick woman, what doſt thou do here 2 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear ? 

Dutch, Sweet York, „ * me, AD Liege, 


Mins Rif | [Xneely, 
Boling. Rite up, good aunt. 
Dutch. Not yet, I thee beſeech ; | 
For ever Ae I oat aps my * And | 
** — — Woes — a 
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And. now chang'd to the beggar and the King: 
Joling. My dangerous couſin, c. 
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And never ſee day that the ſees, 
Till thou give joy, bs th tou 1d mc af | 
By ning Nun, my tranlgre ing . 
— Uno my mother's pray ert, I — my knee. 
| n 


York. Againſt them boch, my true joints bended be. 


In may'ſt thou thrive, if thou grant any grace! 
Dutch. Pleads he in earneſt 2 look upon his face ; 
His eyes drop no tears, his prayers are in feſt ; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our breaſt ; 
He prays but faintly, and would be deny d; | 
We pray with heart and foul, and all bende. 
His weary joints would gladly rife, I know 
Our knees ſhall knee] till to the grouted they grow. 
His prayers are full of falſe hypocriſy, 
Ours of true seal, and deep ; | 
Our prayers do out-pray his, thea let them crave 
That mercy, which true prayers ought to have. 
Boling. Good aunt ſtand up. | 
Dutch, Nay, do not ſay ſtandup, _ 
But pardon firſt, ſay afterwards and up. 
And if 1 were thy nurſe, thy tongue to teach, 
Pardon fhould be the firſt word of thy ſpeech. 
I never long'd ts hear a word till now : 
Say, pardon, King, let pity teach thee how, * 


*. teach thee how, | 

The word is ſhort, but not ſo ſhort as ſweet, 

No word like pardon, for Kings mouths ſo meet. 
Tork. Speak it in French, King, ſay Pardonnez moy. 


— — 


Duteh. Doſt thou teach pardon, pardon to deſtroy? 


Ah my ſow'r husband, my hard-bearted lord, 

That ſets the word it ſelf againſt the word. 

Speak pardon, as tis current in our land, 

The chopping French we do not underftand. 

Thine = begins to ſpeak; ſet thy tongue there: 

Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thing ear, 

That hearing bow our plaints and prayers do pierce, 

Pity may move thee, pardon to rehearſe. | 
Boling. Good aut, ©, 


{Kwerts. 


D 3 Boling. 


78 Nx. Nie HARD, K. 


\ Boling, Good aunt, "Rand u ; = * 

Dutch, 1 do wor dhe, ee ß / ' 51 12557 N 
Pardon is all the fair 1 have in hand. 2 167 513 
- Boling. I pardon him, as heav'n ſhall pardon me. 

Dutch. O y vantage of a kneeling knee! 

Yer Lam ſick for fear; ſpeak it again: 
Twice ſaying pardon, doth not — twain, 
But makes one pardon ſtrong, ys 

Boling. With all n ha 
I him. 

Dutch. A God on earth thou art. 

Boling. But for our truſty brother-in-law, the an 
With all the reſt of that conſorted crew, N 
Deſtruction ſtreight ſhall them at the heel 
Good uncle, help to order ſeveral powers 
To Oxford, or n er rr traitors are. 


SCENE 1X. 
Enter Exton and a Servant. 


Exton, Didft thou not mark the King, what worde 


he ſpake? 
« Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear ? 
Was it not ſo ? | 
Serv. Thoſe were his very words. : 
Exton. Have I ne friend! quoth he; he ſpake it 
twice, | 
And urg'd it twice DOS] did he not2 - 


Serv. He did. 
Exton, 


— 
2 


'® —traifor$ are. 

They ſhall not live within this world. I (wear 
But 1 will have them, if I once know Where. 
Uncle farewel, and couſſſi adieu; 

- Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true, 


Dutch, Come my old ſon, I pray heav'n make thee 


new. 


„ 


. 
as "AW 1. Ss 


1 


— „ „% % „ * a =. 
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Exton. Ade king, it, he Wifly look'd ona, 
As who ſhould, ſay, 1 would thou wert the man 
That would div rce this terror from my heart? 
Meaning the King at Pomfter. Come, let's go: 
I am the King's friend, and will id his. foe, Ja 
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* And theſe ſame thoughts people this little world 3. | 


In humour, like the people of this world, 


(As thoughts of things divine) are intermixt 
lo ſet the word it ſelf 


2 - 
— Ain * _ 
1 1 


It is as hard to come, as for 4 Camel 

To thread the 1 of a needle's eye, 

Thoughts tendirg to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders ; how theſe vain weak nails 
May tear a paſlage through the flinty ribs 

Of this hard world, my ragged priſou-walls : 
And for they cannot die in their own pride, 
Thoughts tending to content, flatter themſelves, 
That they are not the firſt of fortune's ſlaves, 
And ſhall not be the laſt. Like ſilly beggars 
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Whoeiſitting in the Rocks, refuge they maäme, 

« That muuνν¹ ͥ have, und others muſt fit here; 

© And in this thought, they flag a kind of eaſe, _.. 
_ © Bearing their o] misfortune on the back TY 

4. Of fuch a have before endut'd the like. 


Thus play I in one priſon, many people, | 
6 Dua Irs be vn ee — _——_— 


Then treaſon makes me wiſh my ſelf a beggar, W 
And ſo Iam. Then crttſhing penury Tt 
* Perſwades me, I was better when a King; 
Then am I king'd z.#nd by and by, | W 
Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, | W 
And ſtreight am r what- e er I am, 

© Nor 1, nor any man, that but man is, 

Y way my ſhall be pleay'd, Who be . | PA | 
* With bei o rmng 0 hear? [AMu{ith.. 
Ha, ha; 1055 time + how fow'r ſweet muſic is * 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept? 

So is it in the muſic of men's lives. i 

And here have I the daintineſs of ear, 

To check time broke it a diforder'd firing ; 

But for the concord of my flare and time, 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke: 

I waſted time, and now doth time wafte me. 
For now hath time made me his numbring clock: 

My thoughts are minutes; and with ſighs they jar, 
Their watches to mine eyes, the outward watch; 

| Whereto my finger, like a dial's point, 

1s pointing ſtill, in cleanſing them from tears. 

New, Sir, the ſounds that tell What hour it is, 

Are clamorous groans, that ſtrike upon my heart, 
Which is the bell; ſo fighs, and tears, and groans, 
Shew minutes, hours, and times O but my time 
Nun poſtiag on, in Belingbroke's proud joy, 

While I ftand fooling Here, his jack o'th' clock. 


This muſic mags me, let it ſound no more; _—_ 

For though it have help'd mad men to their wits, 

In me it ſeems, it will make wiſe men mad. — 

Yet bleſſing on his heart that gives it me, a 
For 'z a ſign of love; and love to Richard 2 | | 

Is firange brooch, in this al- hating world. Wh 


-SCENE 


% 


King Ri SnA A II. 


Ereom. Hail, royal Prince. 

K. Rich. What art? how com'ſt thou hither ? 
Where no man ever comes, but that ſad dog 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live? 

Groom, I was a poor groom of thy ftable, King, 
When thou wert King; who travelling tow'rds Tork, 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave A 
To look upon my, ſometime, maſter's face. 

O how it yern'd my heart, ' when I beheld 

In London ſtreets, that coronation day; 
When Bolingbroke road on Roan Barbary, 
That horſe, that thou ſo often haſt beftrid, 
That horſe, that I ſo carefully have drefy'd. 

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary 2 tell me, gentle friend, 
How went he under him ? 3 
Groom. So proudly as he had diſdain'd the ground. 

K. Rich, So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back ! 
That jade bath eat bread from my royal hand. © 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him, 
Would he not ſtumble ? would he not fall down, 
(Since pride muſt have a fall) and break the neck 
Of that proud man, that did uſurp his back ? 
Forgiveneſa, horſe; why do I rail on thee, 


Since thou, created to be aw'd by man-. 4 | 
Waſt horn to bear? I was not made a horſe. 
And yet I bear qa burthen like an afs, © © 3 


e 


Spur-gall'd, and tit'd by jaunting Bolingbroke, 3 
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Wy Rish, Thanks, noble Peer. 

o cheapeſt of us, is ten groats too dear, 
What art thou? and how cow'ft, oc. 


Lim Ra NAR II. 
S CE N'E ANI. 
Enter Kower with'a' difh. 


' 
* 


Keep. Fellow, give place; here ir nd longer fly. 

| 115477 5 42281 e Je 

K., Rich: 1b thou love me, Aivtime thou wert away. 

Groom. What my tongue dare Hot, that my heart 
all ſay. | | [ Exit. 

Nenn. My lord, wilYt plesſe you wo fall to? 

K. Rich. Tate of it firſt; as thou wert wont to do 

Keep, My wd, I dent; for Sir Pitrce of Exton, 
Who late came fromithe Ning, commands the contrary. 

K. Rich, The Dev'1vake Henry of Lancaſter, and thee, 
Patience is ſtale, and I'm weary of it. [ Beats the Keeper. 

Keep. Help, help, help; TY 


| Tater Exton and Servants. 


ie N | 
Wretch, thine own hand yields thy death's infirument; 
OE POT. mew [Snarching a Sword. 
Go thou, and fill another room in bell. { Kills anorber. 
| i Exton ftrikes him down, 
That hand ſtrall burn in never-quenching fire, 
That ſtaggers thus my perſon: thy ferce hand 
Hath with the King's blood ftain'd the King s own land. 


Mount, mount my ſoulothy: ſeavis ap on big, © 


Whilſt my groſs fleſh ne downward, here 1 ** 
Jr r db n Lok . 
"Exton, As full of valour, as of royal blood, 
Both have I ſpilt: Oh would the deed were good? 
For fiow the devil that told me I did well, 1 
Says, that this deed -is-ehronicied in hen. 
This dead King to the living King I'll bear; A 
Tale hence the reſt, and give them burial here. 
INE 


k. Rich. How now } what means death in this rude | 
? 


W 
H 


At large diſcourſed in this paper here. 


King Rax chA nm H. I 
8 0 EN E XIII. | 
SCI N. chavges.. 


Flowriſh': Eurer Ralingbroke, York, with. other 
| ET 


Lords 
Ind uncle York, the lateſt news we hear, | 
Is that the rebels, have: canſum' d with fire 


Our town of Cicefter in Glouceſterſhire ; 
But whether they be ta en or lain, we hear not. 


Enter Narthumberlaed: 


Welcome, my. lord: what is the, news:? 

North. Firſt to thy ſacred ſtate wiſh I all happineſs; 
The next news is, | have to London ſent | 
The heads of Sal'sbury, Spencer, Blunt and Kent 2 
The manner of their taking may appear 


Boling, 


[Preſenting un. 
Boling. We thank thee, 2 Percy, for thy pains, 
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 


Enter Fita- water. 


Fitzw, My lord, I have from Oxford ſent to Lenden 
The heads of. Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seely , 
Two of the dangerous conſorted traytors, 
That ſought at Oxfard thy dire overthrow, 

Beling. Thy pains, Fitz-water, ſhall not de forgot, 
Right noble is thy merit, well 1 wot. 


Enter Percy and the Biſhop of Carliſle. 


Percy. The grand eonſpirator, Abbot of Weſtminſter, 
With clog of conſcience, and ſour melancholy, 
Hath yielded up his body to the grave : -» 


@ im RicCKarD: II. 

But here is Carliſle, living to abide 

Thy kingly doom, and ſentence of his pride. 
Boling. Carliſle, this is your doom: | 

Chuſe out ſome- ſecret place, ſome reverend room 

More than thou haſt, and with it joy thy life; 

So as thou liv'ft in peace, die free * ſtrife, 

For though mine enemy thou haſt ever been, 

High ſparks of honour in thee I haye ſeen. 


Enter Exton with a coffin, 


Exton. Great King, within this coffin I preſent 
Thy bury'd fear. Herein all breathleſs lies 
The mightieſt of thy greateſt enemies, 
Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brought. 

Boling. Exton | thank thee not, for thou bafi wrought 
A deed. of ſlaughter with thy fatal hand, 
Upon my had, and all this famous land. 

m_— —_ your own mouth, my Lord, did I this 

eed. 

Boling. They love not poiſon, that do poiſon need; 
Nor do I thee, though I did wiſh him dead; 
L hate the murth'rer, love him murthered, 
The guilt of conſcience take thou for thy labour, 
But neither my good word, nor princely favour. 
With Cain go wander through the ſhade of night, 
And never ſhew thy head by day, or light. 
Lords, I proteſt my ſoul is full of woe, 
That blood ſhould ſprinkle me, to make me grow. 
Come mourn with me for what I do lament, 
And put on ſullen black incontinent : 
I' make a voyage to the Holy-land, 
To waſh this blood off from my guilty hand. 
March ſadly after, grace my mourning here, 
In weeping over this untimely bier. {Exemnt omnes, 
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ADVERTISEMENT T. 


HER EAS R. Fuller, with his Accomplices, have 
rinted and publiſh'd ſeveral of Shakeſpear's Plays ; 
and te ſcreen their innumerable Errors, advertiſe, That 
hey are Printed as they are ated, ant Induſtriouſly 
eport, that the ſaid Plays are printed from Copies made 
ile of at the Theatres: I therefore declare, in Juſtice 

0 the Proprietors, whoſe Right is. bafely invaded, as 
yell as in Deſence of Myſelf, That no Perſon ever had, 
Wire&ly or indirectly from me, any ſuch Copy or Co- 
dies; neither wou'd I be. acceſſary on any Account 

n Impofing on the Publick ſuch ' Uſeleſs, Pirated, 
d Maim'd Editions, as are publiſh'id by the faid 


aller. 


w. CHE T WOOD, prompter to His 
Majeſty's Company of Comedians at 
the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lawe. 


C 


Dramatis Perſonx: 


XING Henry the Fourth, 


Henry, Prince of Wales, 
John, Prince of Lancaſter, & t te the Xing. 


Worceſter, - 
Northumberland, 
Hot-ſpur, 
Mortimer, 
Dougie of York, & Enemies to the King, 


Owen Glendower, 

Sir Richard Vernon, 

Sir — — — * 

Weſtmorland, 1 

Sir Walter — Wl + of the King's Party. 

Sir John Falſtaff. 

2 

Gads- hill, . | 

Bard: C * In. 
| Bardolph, a 


Lady Percy, Wife te Hor-ſpur., 
Lady Mortimer, Daughter 0 Glendoner, « and Wit u. 785 
| 


Mortimer. 


Heſteſi, 


Sheriff, Vintner, Chamberlain, Drawers, two Carrier, 
Travellers, and Atlandants, i * 
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ACT I SCENE l. 
LONDON. 


Inter King Henry, Lord John of Lancaſter, Carl ef 
Weſtmorland and others. 


King Hur. 


0 ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 
GD And breathe ſhort · wiuded accents of new 
3 broils 
To be commenc'd in ſtronds afar remote. 
No more the thirſty entrance of this ſo il 


4 - 
Shall * dawb her lips with her own children's blood: 


No more ſhall trenching war channel her fields, 

Nor bruiſe her flowrets with the armed hoofs 

Of hoſtile paces. Thoſe oppoſed eyes 

Which like the meteors of a troubled heay'n, 

All of one nature, of one ſubſtance bred, 
No Did 
* damp. A 3. 
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6 — The Fin Part ef . 


Did lately meet in the iateſtine ſhock 
And furious cloſe of civil butchery, Y 
Shall now in mutual well beſeeming ranks - 
March all one way, and be no more oppos'd 
Againſt acquaintance, kindred, and allies: 
The edge 'of War, like an ill- ſheathed knife, 
No more ſhall cut his Maſter, Therefore, friends, 
As far as to the ſepulchre of Chriſt, | 
( Whoſe ſoldier now, under whole blefſed croſs 
We are imprefled, and engag'd to fight) 
Forthwith a power of Engliſh ſhall we levy; 
W hoſe arms were moulded in their mother's womb, 
To chaſe theſe Pagans, in thoſe holv fields 
Over whoſe acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed feet 
Which fourteen hundred years ago, were nail'd 
For our advantage on the bitter Croſs, | 
Pur this our purpeſe is a twelvemonth old, 
And bootleſs 'tis to tell you we will go: 
Therefore we meet not now, Then let me hear, 
Of you my gentle couſin Meſimorland; 
W hat yeſternight our council did decree, 
In forwarding this dear expedience, 

Weſt. My Liege, this haſte was hot in queſtion, 
And many limits of the charge ſet down 
But yefternight : when all athwart there came 
A poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy news; 
Whoſe worſt was, that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordſhire to fight | 
Againſt th' irregular and wild Glexdower, 
Was by the rude hands of that Welſhman taken; 
A thouſand of his people butchered, _ Ke, 
Upon whoſe dead corps there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Sach beaſtly, ſhameleſs transformation, 
By thoſe Wel/hwomen done, as may not be 
Without much ſhame, f re- told or ſpoken of. 

K. Henry. It ſeems then that the tidings of this broil 
Brake off our buſineſs for the holy land. 

Weſt. This, matcht with other like, my gracious lord; 
Far more uncven and unwelcome news 

| Came 


+ be told, 


>>©O 4 


2 
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King HuNKkv IV. 7 


Came from the North, and thus it did * import. 
On holy-rood day, the gallant Hot-ſpur there 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald 
That ever valiant and approved Scot, 
At Holmedon ſpent a ſad and bloody hour, 
As by ciſcharge of their artillery 
And ſhape cf likelihood, the news was told 
For he that brought it, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention, did take horſe, 
Uncertain of the iſſue any way. 
K. Henry. Here is a dear and true induſtrious friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horſe, 
Stain'd with the variation of each ſoil, 
Betwixt that Hol[medon, and this ſeat of ours: 
And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome news, 
The Earl of Dowglas is diſcomfited, | 
Ten thouſand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights | 
Balk'd in their own blood did Sir Walter ſee 
On Holwedon's plains, Of priſoners, Het-ſpur took 
Mordake the Earl of Fife, and eldeſt ſon 
To besten Dowglas, and the Earls of Athol, 
Of Murry, Angus, and Menteith. 
And is not this an Yonourable, ſpoil ? 
A gallant prize? ha, cc uſin, is it not? 
Weſt, In faith, a conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt of. 
K. Henry. Yea, there thou mak'ſt me ſad, and mak'ft 
me lin, 
In envy, that my lord Northumberland 
Should be the father of ſo bleſt a ſon : 
A ſon, who is the theam of honour's tongue: 
Amongſt a grove, the very ſtraighteſt plant, 
Who is ſweet fortune's minion, and her Pride: 
Whilft I by looking on the praiſe of him, 
See riot and diſhonour ſtain the brow 
Of my young Harry. O could it be prov'd, 
That ſome night-tripping Fairy had exchang'd 
In cradle clothes, our children where they lay, 
And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet; 
Then would I haye his Harry, and he mine, 
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8 The Firſt Part of 
But let _ from my thoughts. What think yon cot. 
| in, 

Of this young Percy's Pride ? the priſoners | 
Which he in this adventure hath ſurpriz'd, 

To his own uſe he keeps, and ſends me word 

I ſhall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife, 

Weſt This is his uncle's teaching, this is Worcefter, 
Malevolent to you in all aſpects; \ 
Which makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle up 
The creſt of gun againſt your dignity. 

K. Henry, But I bave ſent for him to anſwer this; 
And for this cauſe a while we muſt neglect 
Our holy purpoſe to Jeruſalem. 

Couſin, on Wedneſday next, our council we 
Will hold at Windſor, ſo inform the lords: 
But come your ſelf with ſpeed to us again; 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 


Than out of anger can be uttered, 
Weſt. I will, my Liege. Extant. 


* 7 


— 


SCENE I. 


Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir John Falſtaff, 


| 25 | hi 
Fal. O w Kal, what time of day is it, lad? 

P. Henry, Thou art ſo fat witted with drink- ca 
ing old ſack, and unbuttoning thee after ſupper, and di 
ſlee pig upon benches in the afternoon, that thou haſt | 
forgotten to demand that truly which thou would'ſt tru- qu 


ly know. Whata devil haſt thou to do with the time of wi 
the Day ? Unleſs hours were cups of ſack, and minutes 


capons, and clocks the tongues of bawds, and dials the ho 
ſigns of leapinz-houſes, and the bleſſed Sun himſelt a fair | 
hot wench in flame-colour'd taffata. I ſee no reaſon tin 


why thou ſhould'ſt be ſo ſuperfluous, to demand the time | 

ef the day. | | 

Fal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal. For we that the 
wake purſes, go by the Moon and ſeven ſtars, and not by 
P hebus, 


Ss, 


\ 

King HENRY IV. 9 
Rhæbus, he, that wandring knight ſo fair. And I pray 
thee, ſweet wag, when thou art King as God ſave 


thy grace, (Majeſty 1 ſhould fay, for grace thou wilt 


have none.) 
P. Henry. What! none? 
Fal. No, by my troth, not ſo much as will ſerve to 


be Prologue to an egg and butter. 


P. Henry. Well, how then? come roundly, roundly. 
Fal. Marry then, ſweet wag, when thou art King, let 
not us that are ſquires of the night's body, be call'd 
thieves of the day's beauty. Let us be Diana's foreſters, 
gentlemen of the ſhade, minions of the Moon; and let 


men ſay, we be men of good government, being go- 


verned as the ſea is, by our noble and chaſte miſtreſs the 
Moon, under whoſe countenance we —— ſteal. 

P. Henry. Thou ſayſt well, and it holds well too; for 
the fortune of us that are the Moon's men, doth ebb and 
flow like the ſea, being govern'd as the ſea is, by the 
Moon. As for proof, now: A purſe of gold moſt reſo- 
lutely ſnatch'd on Monday night, and moſt diſſolute ly 


ſpent on Tueſday morning; got with ſwearing, ® lay b; 


and ſpent with crying, bring in: now in as low an ebb: 
as the foot of tbe ladder; and by and by in as high a 
flow as the + ridge of the gallows. 

Fal. By the lord thou ſay'ſt true, lad; and is not mine 
hoſteſs of the Tavern a moſt ſweet wench ? 

P. Henry, As the honey of Hibla, my old lad of the- 
caſtle; and is not a bufl- jerkin a moſt ſweet robe of 


durance ? 


Fal, How now, how now mad wag, what, in thy- 
4 and thy quiddities? what a plague have I to do 
with a buff. jerkin: 

P. Henry, Why, what a pox have I to do with my 
hoſteſs of the tavern ? 

Fal. Well, thou haſt call'd her to a reckoning many a 
time and oft, | 

P. Henry. Did I ever call thee to pay thy part? 

* No, I'll give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all 
there. | 


| A 5 Henry. 
aid by, + ride, 
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P. Henry. Yea and elſewhere, ſo far as my coin 
waeld ſtretch, and where it would not I have us'd my 
credit. 1 
Fal. Yea, and ſo us'd it, that were it not here appa- 
The 


rent, that thou art heir apparent — But 1 pr' 


| ſweet wag, ſhall there be gallows flanding in England 


when thou art King? and reſolution thus fobb'd as it is, 


with the ruſty curb of old father antick, the law? Do 


not thou when thou art a King, hang a tkief. 

P. Henry. No; thou ſhalt. 

Fal. Shall 1? O rare! I'll be a brave judge. 

P. Henry. Thou judgeſt falſe already: I mean thou 
Hall have the hanging of thieves, and ſo become a rare 


hang man. 


Fal, Well, Hal, well; and in ſome ſort it jumps with 
my humour, as well as waiting lin the court, I can tell 
ou. | 

8 P. Henry. For obtaining of ſuits ? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of ſuits, whereof the hangman 
Kath no lean wardrobe. *Sblood I am as melancholy as 
a gib-cat, or a lugg'd bear. 

P. Henry, Or an old Lion, or a lover's lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincol»ſbire bagpipe. 

P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou to a Hare or the melan- 


choly of Moor-ditch ? 


Fal. Thou haft the moſt unſavoury ſimilies, and art in- 
deed the moſt comparative, raſcalleſt, ſweet youn 
Prince — But Hal, I pr'ythee trouble me no more wit 
vanity, I would to God thou and I knew where a com- 
modity of good names were to be bought: an old lord 
of the council rated me the other day in the ſtreet about 
you, Sir; but I mark'd him not, and yet he talk'd very 
wiſely, and in the ſtreet too, 

P. Henry. “ Thou didſt well, for wiſdom cries ou ein 
the fireet, and no man regards it, | | 

Fal. O, thou haſt damnable iteration, and art indeed 
sbte to corrupt a faint. Thou haſt done much harm ua- 
to me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I knew 
thee, Hal, I knew nothing, and now I am, if a man 

"5 ones 
* thox didſt well, for no man regards it. 
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thould ſpeak truly, little better than one of the wicked. 
1 muſt give over this life, and 1 will give it over by the 


lord; an I do not, I am a villain. I'll be damn'd for 


never a King's ſon in chriſtendom. 

P. Henry. Where ſhall we take a purſe to-morrow, 

ack ? 
7 Fal. Where thou wilt, lad, I'll make one; an I do 
not, call me villain, and baffle me. 

P. Henry. I ſee a good amendment of life in thee, 
from praying to purſe-taking. 

Fal. Why Hal, tis my vocation, Hal, 'Tis no ſin 
for a man to labour in his vocation, 


SCENE III. 
Enter Poins. 


Peins. Now ſhall we know if Gads-hill have ſet a 
match, O, if men-were to be ſaved by,merit, what 
hole in hell were hot enough for him ? this is the moſt 
omnipotent villain that ever ery d, ftand, to a true man- 

P. Henry. Good morrow, Ned. | 

Poins, Good morrow, fweet Hal. What ſays Mon- 
fieur remorſe? what fays Sir John ſack and ſugar ? 
Yack ! how agree the devil and thou about thy ſoul, that 
thou ſoldeſt him on Good Friday laſt, for a cup of Ma- 
dera, and a cold capon's leg. 

P. Henry. Sir John ſtands to his word, the devil ſhall 
have his bargain, for he was never yet a breaker of pro- 
verbs; He will give the devil his due. 

Poins, Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word 
with the devil. | 

P. Henry, Elſe he had been damn'd for cozening 
the devil. | 

Poins, But my lads, my lads, t0-morrow morning, by 
four a clock early at Gads-bill; there are pilg-ims going to 
Canterbury with rich offerings, and traders riding to Lox- 
don with fat purſes. I have vizards for you all; you have 
horſes for your ſelves: Gad hill lies to- night in Rocheſter, 

: | e 
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J have beſpoke ſupper to-morrow in Eaff- cheap; we 
may do it as ſecure as ſleep: iſ you will go, I will ſtuff 
yu purſes full of crowns; if you will not, tarry at 
me and be hang d. 
Fal. Hear ye Yedward, if I tarry at home, and go net, 
I'll hang you for going, | 
Poins. You will, chops? 
Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ? | 5 
2 Henry. Who? I rob? I a thief? not I, by my 
ith, | | | 
Fal. There's neither honeſty, manhood, nor good 
fellowſhip in thee z thou cam'ſt not of the blood-royal, 
if thou dar'ſt not cry, ſtand for ten, ſhillings. =_ 
P. Henry, Well then, once in my days I'll be a mad- 


Fel. Why that's well ſaid. | 
P. Henry, Well come what will, I'll tarry at home. 
| M.... By the lord 1'l] be à traitor then, when thou art 
ing. 5 | 
| 75 Henry. J care not. | 
Poins. Sir John, I pr'ythee leave the Prince and me 
alone, I will lay him down ſuch reaſons for this ad- 
venture, that he ſhall go. | 
Fal. Well, may'ſt thou have the ſpirit of perſuaſion, 
and he the ears of profiting, that what thou ſpeak'ſt 
may move, and what he hears may be believ'd; that 
the true Prince may, for recreation's ſake, prove a falſe 
chief; for the poor abuſes of the time wat countenance. 
Farewel, you ſhall find me in Eaff. cheap. 
P. Henry. Farewel f thou latter ſpring. Farewel all- 
hallown ſummer. [Exit Fal. 
Poins. Now, my good ſweet honey lord, ride with 
us to-morrow. I have a jeſt} to execute, that I cannot 
manage alone. Falftaff, Harvey, Roſſil, and Gads-bill, 
fhall rob theſe men that we have already way-laid; 


your-ſelf and I will not be there; and when they have 


the booty, if you and I do_notrob them, cut this head 


om my ſhoulders, 


+ the, 7 P. Henry. 


P. Henr Shy Hen RY IV. 13 | 
J. But how ſhall we part with them in ſet- {1 


ting forth! 


Poins, Why, we wi 
and appoint » we will ſet forth bef 
our oP ure 0 fail ps . wege. wherein 22 
on the exploj : en will t | | 
ſooner — too Harg 5 5, which they ſhall bare = | 

P. Henry. Ay but r upon them. ve no 
horſes, by our habits ike they will know us b 
to be our ſelves, and by every other appoi 2 
; Fer Tut, our horſes they ſha] W 
in the wood; : ey ſhall not ſ. n. 
n ar 2 we will 8 tie them 
to immask our * caſes of buckram for — leave 

pack ove not curward garments, 

Poins. Well, for tw they will be too hard fo 
88 cowards = 22 know them = = 

ird, if h turn'd b 
ſwear = _ longer than he i for the . 
prehen „ The virtue. gf this ove wilktel ro when Sd 
we meet at ſupper; how thirty at "at bi 10 re when 
what + wards, what blows „ hs 4 e . with, 
ed; and in the repfoof of this, lies =," —_— 
NA "3p with thee; provide us all 
eceſlary, a erar- . 
cheap; there n 22 morrow night in Eaſt. 
Poins. Farewel, my lord . A 

P. Henry. 1 know you a ._ _ » [Ons 
The unyok'd — of — a while uphold 
Yer herein will Limitate the ſus ; 

o doth permit the baf * 
To hacer up his . 1 _ 
| That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at 7 
By breaking through the foul and ug! miſts 
Of vapours, that did ſeem to 2 him 
If all the year were playing holidays, ; 
* if * would be as tedious as to work; 
t when they ſeldom come, they wiſht-for come, 
| And 


t words, 
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J have beſpoke ſupper to-morrow in Faſt-cheap ; we 
may do it as ſecure as ſleep: if you will go, I will ſtuff 
E purſes full of crowns; if you will not, tarry at 

me and be hang de. 

Fal. Hear ye edward, if I tarry at home, and go net, 
I'll hang you for going. 

Poms, You will, chops ? 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ? : 
2 Henry, Who? I rob? Il a thief? not I, by my 

ith, 

Fal. There's neither honeſty, manhood, nor good 
fellowſhip in thee; thou cam'ſt not of the blood-royal, 
if thou dar'ſt not cry, ſtand for ten, ſhillings. 

P. Henry, Well then, once in my days I'll be a mad- 


Foal. Why that's well ſaid. | | 
P. Henry Well come what will, I'll tarry at home. 
| 2 By the lord 1˙II be à traitor then, when thou art 
_ | | 
| 75 Henry, I care not. 
Poins. Sir John, I pr'ythee leave the Prince and me 
alone, I will lay him down ſuch reaſons for this ad- 
venture, that he ſhall go. | 
Fal. Well, may'ſt thou have the ſpirit of perſuaſion, 
and he the ears of profiting, that what thou ſpeak'ſt 
may move, and what he hears may be believ'd ; that 
the true Prince may, for recreation's ſake, prove a falſe 
vhief; for the poor abuſes of the time w=at countenance. 
Farewel, you ſhall find me in Eaft-cheap. | 
TP. Henry, Farewel ꝗ thou latter ſpring. Farewel all. 
hallown ſummer. [Exit Fal. 
Poins. Now, my good ſweet honey lord, ride with 
us to-morrow. I have a jeſt; to execute, that I cannot 
manage alone. Falftaff, Harvey, Roſſil, and Gads-hill, 
fhall rob theſe men that we have already Way-laid 
your ſelf and I will not be there; and when they have 
the booty, if you and I do not rob them, cut this head 
om my ſhoulders, 
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P. Henry. But how ſhall we part with them in ſet- 
ting forth ? | 


Poins, Why, we will ſet forth before or after them, 


and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at 


our pleaſure tv fail; and then will they adventure up- 
on the exploit themſelves, which they ſhall have no 
ſooner atchiev'd, but we'll ſet upon them. | 

P. Henry. Ay but 'tis like they will know us by our 
horſes, by our habits, and by every other appointment, 
to be our ſelves, 

Poins, Tut, our horſes they ſhall not ſee, I'll tie them 
in the wood; our Vizards we will change after we leave 
them; and ſirtah, I have caſes of buckram for the nonce, 
to immask our noted outward garments. 

P. Henry. But I doubt they will be too hard for us, 

Poins. Well, for two of them, 1 know them to be 
as true-bred cowards as eyer turn'd back; and for the 
third, if he fights lcnger than he ſees reaſon, I'll for- 
ſwear arms, The virtue-of this j: will be, the incom- 
prehenſible lies that this ſame fat rogue will tell us when 
we meet at ſupper; how thirty at leaſt he fought with, 
what T wards, what blows, what extremities he endur- 
ed; and in the reproof of this, lies the jeſt. 

P. Henry. Well, I'll go with thee; provide us all 
things neceſſary, and meet me to-morrow night in Eaſt- 
cheap; there I'll ſup. Farewel. | 

Poins. Farewel, my lord. Exit Poins, 

P. Henry. I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok'd humonr of your idleneſs; 

Yet herein will I imitate the ſun, 
Who doth permit the baſe contagious clouds 


To ſmother up his beauty from the world; 


That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 3 


| Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 


By breaking through the foul and ugly miſts 

Of vapours, that did ſeem to ftrangle him. 

If all the year were playing holidays, 

To ſport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But whea they ſeldom come, they wiſht-for come, 


And 


f words, 
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And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents, 

So when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I never promiſed; 

By how much better then my word I am, 

By ſo much ſhall I falſify mens hopes; 

And, like bright metal oo a ſullen ground, 

My reformation glittering o'er my fault 

Shall mew more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
Than' that which hath no * foil'to ſet it off, 
T'll ſo offend, to make offence a skill, 


Redeeming time, when men think leaſt I will, [Exit, 


— 


2 — — * ot. adit. ad nm 2 


: SCENE lv. 


Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worceſter, Hot. 
ſpur, Sir Walter Blunt, and others, 


K. Henry. NM Y blood hath been too cold and tem- 


perate. 
Vnapt to ffir at theſe indignities; 
And You have found me; for accordingly 
Lou tread upon my patienc” : but be ſure, 
I will from hencefortlf rather be my ſelf, 
Mighty, and te be fear'd, than my Condition, 
Which bath been ſmooth as oyl, ſoft as young down, 
And therefore Joſt that title of reſpect, | 
Which the proud ſoul ne'er pays, but to the proud. 
Wer. Our houſe, my ſovereign Liege, little deſeryes 
The ſcourge of greatneſs to be uſed on it, | 
And that 2 Greatneſs too, which our own hands 
Have help'd to make ſo portly. 
North. My good lord | 
K. Henry, Worceſter get thee gone, for 1 do ſee 
Danger and diſobedience in thine eye, 

O Fr, your preſence is too bold and peremptory, 
And Majeſty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a ſervant brow, 

You have good leaye to leaye us. When we need 


Your 
* ſoil. 1 2 


* „ 


1 
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Your uſe and counſel, we ſhall ſend for you. 


[Exit Worceſter. 
[To Northumberland, 


You were about to ſpeak, 

North, Yes, my good Lord. 
Thoſe priſoners in your highneſs' name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Helmedon took, 
Were, as he ſays, not with ſuch ſtrength deny'd 
As was deliver'd to your Majeſty. 
* Or envy therefore, or miſpriſion, 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my fon, 

Hot. My Liege, I did deny no priſoners, 
But I remember, when the fight was done, 
When 1 was dry with rage, and extream toil, 
Breathleſs and Lint, leaning upon my (ſword; 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dreſs'd : 
* Freſh as a bridegroom, and his chin new-reap'd 
Shew'd like a ftubble-land at harveſt-home, 
He was perfumed like a milliner, 
And *twixt his * and his Thumb, he held 
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 
He gave his nofe: + and ſtill he ſmil'd and talk'd 
And as the ſoldiers bare dead bodies by, 
He call'd them untaught Knaves, unmannerly, 
To bring a flovenly, unhandſome coarfe 
© Betwixt the wind, and his nobility. 
With many holiday and lady terms 
He queſtion'd me: amongſt the reſt, demanded 
© My priſoners, in your Majeſty's behalf; | 
© I, then all-ſmarting with my wounds being cold, 
To be ſe peſter'd with a popinjay, 
© Out of my grief, and my impatience, 
© Anſwer'd, neglectingly, I know not what; 


- 


— — 
— = 


He 


* noſe, and took't away again; 
Who therewih angry, when it next came there, 
Took it in ſnuff. | 


+ Whoever through envy or miſpriſion 
Was guilty of this fault, 'rwgs not my ſon. 
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And ſtill he ſmil'd, &c. 
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© He ſhould or ſhould not; for he made me mad, 
© To fee him ſhine ſo brisk, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 
© And talk ſo like a waiting-gentlewoman, 
Of guns, and drume, — 

mark! 
* And telling me, the ſoveraign'ſt thing on earth 
Was Parmacity, for an inward bruiſe; 
* And that it was great pity, ſo it was, 
© This villainous falt-petre ſhould be digg'd. 
© Oct of the bowels of the harmleſs — 
Which many a good, tall Fellow had deſtroy 
© So cowardly :: And but for theſe vile guns, 
© He would himſelf have been a ſoldier. 
This bald, unjointed chat of his, my lord, 
I anſwer'd indirectly, as I ſaid; 
And I beſeech you, let not this report 
Come currant for an accuſation, 
Betwixt my love and your high Majeſty, 


Blunt. The circumſtance conſider'd, good my lord, 


Whatever H Percy then had ſaid, 
To ſuch a Perſon, and in ſuch a place, 
At ſuch a time, with all the reſt retold, 


May reaſonably die and never riſe 


To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he ſaid, ſo he unſay it now, f 

K. Henry. Why yet he doth deny his priſonepz, 
But with proviſo and exception, 
That we at our own charge ſhall ranſom ſtrait 
His brother-in-law, the fooliſh Mertimer, 
Who, on my ſou], hath wilfully betray'd 
The lives of thoſe, that he did lead to fight, 
Againſt the great magician, damn'd Glendower 
Whoſe daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately marry'd. Shall our coffers then 
Be empty'd, to redeem a traitor home? 
Shall we buy treaſon? and * indent with fears, 
When they have loſt and forfeited themſe'yes ? 
No; on the barren mountains let him ſtarve; 
For. I ſhall never hold that man my friend, 

; ; Whoſe 
* indent, for :x;icle, bargain, 


wounds; (God ſave the 
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Whoſe tongue ſhall ask me for one penny coft 
To ranſom home revolted Mortimer. | 
Hot. Revolted Mortimer? 
He never did fall off, my ſoveraign Liege, 
But by the chance of war; to prove that true, i 
Needs no more but one tongue, ſor all thoſe wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn's ſedgy Bank, 
In ſingle oppoktion hand to hand, 
He did confound the beſt part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower :- 
ea my breath'd, and three times did they 
rink, 
Upon agreement, of ſwift Severn's flood; 
Who then affcighted with their bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 
And hid his criſp'd head in the hollow bank, 
Blood-ftained with theſe valiant combatants, 
Never did baſe and rotten pop 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds; 
Nor ever. could the noble Mortimer 
Receive ſo many and all willingly. 
Then let him-not be ſlander'd with revolt. | 
K. Henry. Thou doſt bely him, Percy, thou beſteſt 
m; 
He never did encounter with Glendower z 
He durft as well have met the Devil alone, 
As Owen Glendower for an Enemy, 
Art not aſham'd > but ſirrah, from this hour 
Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer. | 
Send me your prifoners with the ſpeedieſt means, 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me 
As will diſpleaſe you. Lord Northumberland, 
We licence your departure with your ſou, 
Send us your priſoners, or you'll hear of it. 
| [Exit K. Henry? 
Hot, And if the devil come and roar for them, 
I will not ſend them, I will after ſtrait, 
And tell him ſo; for I will eaſe my heart, 
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Altho h it be with hazard of my head. [a-while, 
North. What, drunk with choler? ſtay, and pauſe 
Here comes your uncle, 


/ 
Enter Woreeſter. 


Hot. Speak of Mortimer? 
Yes, I will ſpeak of him, and let my ſoul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him. 


In his behalf, I'll empty all theſe veins, 


And ſhed my dear blood drop by drop in duſt, 
Rut I will lift the downfall'n Mertimer | 
As high i'th' Air as this unthankful King, 
As this ingrate and cankred Bolingbroke. 
North, Brother, the King hath made your Nephew 
mad, | [To Worceſter. 
Wor, Who ftruck this heat up after I was gone ? 
Hor. He will, forſooth, have all my Priſoners: 
And when I urg'd the ranſom once again 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale, 
And on my face he turn'd an eye of death, 
Trembling ev'n at the name of Mortimer. 
Wor. 1 cannot blame him; was he not proclaim'd 


Zy Richard that dead is, the next of blood? 


North, He was : I heard the proclamation ; 
And then it was, when the unhappy King 
( Whoſe wrongs in us, God pardon) did ſet forth 
Upon his Iriſh expedition; 
From whence he intercepted did return 
To be depos'd, and ſhortly mur:hered. 

Wor. And for whoſe death, we in the world's wide 

mouth, 

Live ſcandaliz'd, and foully ſpoken of. 

Het. But ſoft, I pray you; did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Mortimer | 
Heir to the Crown ? 

North, He did; my ſelf did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his coufin King, 
That wiſh'd him on the barren. mountains ftary'd. 
Bue ſhall it be, that you that ſet the crown 


Upon 
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Ypon the head of this forgetful man, 

And for his ſake wear the detefted blot 

Of murd'rous f ſubornation ? ſhall it be, 

That you a world of curſes undergo, 

Being the agents or baſe ſecond means, 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather ? 

O' pardon me, that I deſcend ſo low, 

To ſhew the lime and the predicament 

W herein you range under this ſubtle King. 

Shall it for ſhame be ſpoken in theſe days, 

Or fill vp chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and power 

Ingag'd them both in an unjuſt behalf; 

(As both of you, God pardon it, have done,) 

To put down Richard, that ſweet lovely roſe, 

And plant this thorn, this Canker Bolinbroke ? 

And ſhall it in more ſhame be further ſpoken, 

That you are fooi'd, diſcarded, and ſhook off 

By him, for whom theſe ſhames ye underwent ? 

No; yet time ſerves, wherein you may redeem 

Your baniſh'd honours, and reſtore your ſelves 

Into the good thoughts of the world again. 

Revenge the jeering and diſdain'd contempt 

Of this proud King, who ſtudies day and night 

To anſwer all the debt he owes unto you, 

Ev'n with the bloody payments of your deaths : 

Therefore I ſay old 
Wor, Peace, Couſin, ſay no more, 

And now I will unclaſp a ſecret book, 

And to your quick * conceiving diſcontents, 

I'll read you matter, deep and dangerous, 

As full of peril and adventrous ſpirit, 

As to o'er-walk a current roaring loud, 

On the unſtedfaſt footing of a ſpear. 
Hot. If he fall in, good-night, or fink or ſwim: f 

Send Danger from the eaſt unto the welt, | 

So Honour croſs it from the north to ſouth, i 

And let them grapple. O! the blood more ſtirs 1 

To rouſe a Lion, than to ſtart a Hare. 5 
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North. Imagination of ſome great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of Patience. , 

Hot, By heay'n, methinks it were an w_ leap,- 
To om bright honour from the pale-fac'd Moon, 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fadom-line could never touch the ground, 
And plack ap drowned honour by the locks; 

So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear: 
Without co-rival, all ber dignities. 

But out upon this half-fac'd fellowſhip! 

Wor. He apprebends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he ſhould attend. 
Good couſin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor, Thoſe ſame. noble Scots. 

That are your priſoners ——— 

Hot. II keep them all. 

By heav'n, he ſhall not have a Scot of them: 
No, if a Scot would ſave his Soul, he ſhall net, 
Tl keep them by this hand. 

Wor, Tou ftart away, 

And lend no ear unto my purpoſes,. 
Thoſe priſoners you ſhall keep. 
Hot. I will; that's flat: 
He ſaid he would not ranſom Mortimer: 
Forbad my tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer: 
But I will find him when he lies aſleep, 
And in bis ear I'll holla, Mortimer! 
Nay, I will have a Starling taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his anger ſtill in motion. 
Wor, Hear you, couſin : a word. 
Hot. All ſtudies here I ſolemnly defy, 
Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke: 
And that ſame ſword-and-buckler-Prince of Wales, 
(But that I think his father loves bim not, 
And would be glad he met with ſome miſchance,) 
I'd have him. poiſon'd with a pot of ale. 
Wor. Farewel, my kinſman; I will talk to you 
When you are better temper'd to attend.. 5 a 
9th. 


King HENRY IV. 21 


North, Why what a waſp-tongu'd and — fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman's mood, 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ? f 

OI look you, 1 am whipt and ſcourg'd with 

rods, | 
Nettled and ſtung with piſmires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician Bolingbroke : | 
In Richard's time — what do ye call the place? 
A plague upon't — it is in Glo'fferſhire . 
'Twas where the mad - cap Duke his uncle kept — 
His uncle York — where l firſt bow'd my knee 
Unto this King of ſmiles this Bolingbroke : 
When you and ke came back from Ravenſprug. 

North, At Barkley caſtle. 

Hot. You ſay true: | 
Why what a deal of f candied courtef 
1 his fawning greyhound then did proffer me! 
Look, when his infant fortune came to age 
And gentle Harry Percy — and kind ROY 4 — U 
The devil take ſuch cozeners — God forgive me — 
Good uncle tell your tale, for I have done. 

Wor, Nay, if you have not, to't again, 

We'll ſtay your leiſure. 

Hat. I have done i'faith. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scotiſh priſoners, 
Deliver them without their ranſom ſtrait, 

And make the Douglas“ ſon your only mean 
For pow'rs in Scotland? which for divers reaſons 
Which I ſhall ſend you written, be aſſured 

Will eaſily be granted you, my lord, 

Yaur ſon in Scotland being thus employ'd 

Shall ſecretly into the boſom _ 

Of that ſame noble prelate, well-belov'd, 

Th' Archbiſhop, 

Hot. York, is't not? 

Wor, True, who bears hard 
His brother's death at Briſtol, the lord Screzp. 

1 ſpeak. not this in eftimation, 


As what I think might be, but what I knayy 
| gaudy. 


Is 
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Is ruminated, plotted and ſet down, 
And only ſtays but to behold the face 
Ot that occaſion that ſhall bring it on. 
Hot. I ſmell it: on my life it will do well. 
North. Before the Game's a-foot, thou till lett'ſt flip. 
Hot. It eannot chooſe but be a noble Plot, 
And then the power of Scotland, and of York 
To join with Mortimer; ha! 
Wor. So they ſhall, 
Hor. In faith it is exceedingly well aim'd. 
Wor. And 'tis no little reaſon bids us ſpeed 
To ſave our heads, by raiſing of a bead: 
For bear our ſelves as even as We can, 
The King will always think him in our debt, 
And think we deem our ſelves unſatisfy'd 
Till ke hath found a time to pay us home. 
And ſee already, how he doth begin 
To make us 9 te his looks of love. 
Hot. He does, he does; we'll be reveng'd on him. 
Wor. Couſin, farewel. No further go in this 
Than I by Letters fhall direct your courſe; 
When time is ripe, which will be ſuddenly, 
I'll ſteal to Glendower, and Lord Mortimer, 
Where you, and Dowglas, and our powers at once, 
(As I will faſhion it) ſhall happily meet, 
To bear our Fortunes in our own ſtrong arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty, 
North, Farewel, good brother, we ſhall thrive, I truſt. 
Hor. Uncle, adieu: © let the hours be ſhort, 
Wall fields, and blows, and groans applaud out fport. 


[ Exennt. | 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
An INN. 


Enter 4 Carrier with a Lanthorn ip his Hand. 
i Canuik x 


FEI H ho, an't be not four by the day 
ln be hang'd: Charles's wain is over the 
new chimney, and yet our horſe not 
packt. What, Oftler? 
Off, Anon, anon, 

Ba 1 Car. I pr'ythe Tom; beat Cutts ſaddle, 
put a few flocks in the — : the poor jade is wrung 
in the withers, out of all ceſs, 


Enter another Carrier. 


2 Car, Peaſe and beans are as + dank here as a dog. 
and that is the next way to give poor jades the bots: this 
houſe is turn'd upſide down, fince Robin Oftier dy'd. 

1 Car. Poor fell8w never joy'd ſince the price of oats 
roſe, it was the death of him. 

2 Car, I think this is the moſt villainous houſe in all 
London road for Fleas: I am ftung like a Tench. 

1 Car, Like a Tench ? by th*Maſs there's ne'era King 
in Chriſtendom could be better bit, than I have been 
ſince the firſt cock, 

2 Car. Why, they will allow us ne'er a jourden, and 
then we leak in your chimgey: and your chamberlie 
breeds fleas like a Loach, A 
I 7. 


4 dank, i. e. wet and rotten. 
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1 Car, What, oſtler, come away, and be hang'd, come 
away. h 
2 Gar. I have « gammon of bacon, and two razes 
of ginger, to be deliver'd as far as Charing-Croſs, 

1 Car. 'Odsbody, the Turkies in my panniers are quite 
ſtarv'd. What oſtler? a plague on thee; haſt thou never 
an eye in thy head? canſt not hear? an't were not as 
good a deed as drink, to break the pate of thee, I am 
« "_ villain, Come and be hang'd, baſt thou ao faith 
in thee ? 


Enter Gads-hill. 


Gads. Good-mortrow carriers. What's a clock: 

Car. | think it be two a clock, 
_ Gads. 1 pr'ythee lend me thy lanthorn, to ſee my 
gelding in the ſtable. wy Hh 
1 Car. Nay, ſoft I pray ye, I know a trick worth 
two of that i'faith. Bm 

Gads. I pr'ythee lend me thine. 
2 Car, Ay, when? can'ſt tell? lend me thy lanthorn 
quoth a! marry, I'll ſee thee hang'd firſt, ER 
- Gads, Sirrah, carrier, what time do you mean to come 
to London ? 5 $253 

2 Car, Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I 
warrant thee, Come, neighbour Mugges, we'll call up 
the gentlemen, they will along with company, for they 


have great charge. [Exe . Carriers. 
SCENE UH. 
Enter, Chamberlain. 


 Gads. What ho, chamberlain ? ; 

Chamb. At hand, quoth pick - purſe. 

Gads. That's even as fair, as at hand, quoth the cham- 
berlain ; for thou varieſt no more from picking of purſes, 
than giving directions doth from labouring, Thou lay'ſt 
the plot how? W 

Chand. 


ning 


_ we — = 1 


R 
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Chamb. Good -· morrow maſter Gads- hill, it holds cut” 
rant, that I told you yeſternight. There's a Franklin 
in the wild of Kent, hath brought three hundred marks 
with him in gold; I heard him tell it to one of his com- 

any laſt night at ſupper ; a kind ef auditor, one that 
fark abundance of charge too, God knows what: the 
are up already, and call for eggs and butter. They will 
away preſently, . 

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with F St. Nicholas* 
clarks, I'll give thee this neck. 

Chamb. No, I' none of it: I pr'ythee keep that for 
the hangman, for I know thou worſhippꝰſt St. Nicholas as 
truly as a man of falſhood may. 

Gads. What talkft thou to me of the hangman? if I 
bang, I'll make a fat pair of gallows. For if I hang, 
old Sir John hangs with me, and thou know'lt he's no 
ſtaryeling, Tut, there are other Trojans that thou dream'ſt 
not of, >: which, for ſport-ſake, are content te do the 
5 ſome grace; that would, if matters ſhould be 
ook'd into, for their own credit ſake, make all whole, 
I am join'd with no foot-land-rakers, no long-ſtaff ſix- 
penny-ſtrikers, none of thoſe mad Muſtachio-purple-hu'd 
malt-worms; but with nobility and tranquillity; bur- 
3 and great * one- ey ers, ſuch as can hold in, 
uch as will ſtrike ſooner than ſpeak ; and ſpeak ſooner 
than drink; and drink ſooner than pray; and yet I ye, 
for they pray continually unto their ſaint the common- 
wealth: or rather, not pray to her, but prey on her; 
8 they ride up and down on her, and make her thetr 

oots. 

Chamb. What, the common- wealth their boots? wi 
ſhe hold out water in foul way? | 

Gads. She will, ſhe will; juſtice hath liquor'd her? 
We ſteal, as in a caſtle, cock-ſure ; we have the receipt 
of Ferh-ſeed, we walk inviſible. | 


| B Chaml. 
A cant - word for the. devil, old- nick. 


Perhaps, Oneraries, Truſtees or Commiſſioners, Or cun- 
ning men that look ſharp, and aim well, Metaph. n 
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Chamb, Nay, I think rather, you are more beholden 
-to the night, than the Fern-ſeed, for your walking in- 
viſible. 1% 7 60 1 | Fl 
 Gads, Give me thy hand: thou ſhalt have a ſhare in 
our purchaſe, as I am a true man, SENT EY 
Cbamb. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a 
Halſe thief. in 464 
©. Gads, Go to, Homo is 2 common name to all men. 
Bid the oftler bring my gelding out of the ſtable. Fare- 
wel, ye muddy knave. | | [Exeunt, 


hs 
* 
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Ss RENE III. 
The High- way. | 


s 44 


TH Falſtaff s horſe, and he frets like a gumm'd 
velvet. 9 2 10 | 

P. Henry. Stand cloſe. 

Enter Falſtaff. 

Fal. Poing, Poins, and be:hang'd, Pein: —_. 
. Henry. Peace ye fat - kidney d raſcal, what a bawl- 
Ing doſt thou keep? | 

Fal. W har, Poins ? Hal, | $506, 
TP. Henry, He is walk'd up to the top of the hill, I'Il go 
ſeek him. un for: ff 12 v 42 by 
Fal. I am accurſt to rob in that thief's company: the 
.-«aſcal hath remov'd my horfe, and ty'd him I know not 
where, If I travel but four foot by the ſquare farther 
afoot, I ſhallbreak my wind. Well, I doubt not but to 
die a fair death for all this, if I *ſcape hanging for 
| killing that rogue, I have forſworn his company hour- 
dy any time this two and twenty year, aud yet I am be- 
.-witch'd with the rogue's company. If the raſcal have 


mot giren. me medicines to make me love bing, IU'Il be 
hang'd, 


— 
— . 
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- Hanp'd,-it could not be elſe; I hove drunk angdicines. 


Pons ! Hal ! a plague upon you both, Bardelph ! pelo“ 
I'm ſtarve ere ' vb A foot further. An twere not a5 
good a deed as to drink, to turn true - man, and odeave 
theſe rogues, lam the-verieſt varlet ahat ever chewed 


with a toeth. Eight yards of. uneven ground, is, three - 


ſcore and ten Miles afoot with me: and the ſlopy-hearted 
villains know it well enough. Al plague upon't, when 
thieves cannot be true to one another. { They. whiſtle } 

W hew, a plague upon youall. Give me;my;borſe; you 
ropes,” give me my horſe, and. be hang'd. 

P. Henry. Res ce ye at gute, lie dawn. lay thine ear 
cloſe to the ground and ſt if thou canſt hear the tread 
of travellers. | 

Fal. Have-yow-anv- leavers to liſt me up. Again, be- 
ing down :? Sbleod ll not bear mine own fleſh ſo far 
afoot again, for all the coin in thy father's exchequer. 


What a plague . mean ey to coltime thus? 


P. Henry, Thou lieſt, thou art not coked, thou art 
uncolted. | 1 * | 

Fal. I pr'ythee, good Prince Mal, me to 
horſe, goods King's ſon. l 80 

P. Henry. Out you re, ſhall I, be our oſtler? 

Fal. Go hang thy felt in in thy own heir- apparent 
garters; if I be ta'en, I'll peach, for this; an 1 have 
not ballads made on] you all. and ſung to filthy tunes, 
let a cup of ſack be my poiſon ; when a jeſt is fe 
forward, and afoot too! I hate it, 


Enter: Gads- hill, and Bardolph. 


Gads. Stand, 
Fal. So I do againſt my will. 
Poins, Otis gur ſetter, IL know his voice: 


Bardolph, What: news? 


Bard, Caſe ye, caſe ye: on with your vizards; there's 
money of the King's coming down. the. bill, *tis going 
to the King's Exchequer, 


4 83 2 Fal. 
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Fal, You lie, you rogue, 'tis going to the King's 
tavern, a: 

Gads, There's enough to make us all, 

Fal. To be hang'd. 

P. Henry, You four ſhall frent them in the narrow 
lane: Ned Poins and I will walk lower; if they fcape 
kom your encounter, then they light on us. 
Peto. But how many be of them?, 

Gads, Some eight or ten. | 

Fal, Zounds, will they. not. rob us? 

P. Henry. What a coward, Sir John Paunch ? 

Fal. Indeed I am not John of Gaunt, your grand- 
Kther; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Henry. Well, we'll leave that to the pro of. 

Poins. Sirrah, Jack, thy horſe ſtands behind the 
hedge, when thou need'ſt him, there ſhalt thou find 
him; farewel, and ſtand faſt. 

Fal. Now cannot I ſtrike him if I ſhould be 

hang'd. | | 

P. Henry, Ned, where are our diſguiſes ? 

Poins. Here hard by : ſtand cloſe, 

Tal. Now my Maſters, happy man be his dole fay 
I : every man to his buliney. 9 


SCENE lv. 


Enter Travellers. 


Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy ſhall lead our 
horſes down the hill ; we'll walk a foot a while, and 


eaſe our legs. 
Thieves. Stand, 
Tray. Jeſu bleſs us! 5 | 
Fal. Strike; down with them, -ut the villains 
throats; ah ! whorſon caterpillars; bacon-fed-knaves, 
they hate us youth; down with them, fleece them. 
| Trav. O,, we are undone, both we and ours for 
ever. e a 
Pal. Hang ye gorbellied knaves, are you undone? no 


ye fat chuffs, I would your ſtore were here. On beacons, 
| on 


neee 


ind 
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en! what ye knaves? young men muſt live; you are 


grand jurors, are ye? we'll jure ye i'faith. 
Here they rob and bind them: Exeunt, 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 
. Henry. The thieves have bound the true- men: 


now could thou and I rob the thieves and go merrily to 
London, it would be argument for a week, laughter for 


a month, and a good jeſt for ever. 


Poins. Stand cloſe, I hear them coming. 
Enter Thieves again. 


Fal. Come my maſters, let us ſhare, and then to horſe 
before day; and the Prince and Poins be not two arrant 
cowards, there's no equity ſtirring. There's no more 
yalour in that Poins, than in a wild Puck. 

P. Henry. Your money. 

Poins. Villains. 

. - [ As they are ſharing, the Prince and Poins ſet upon 
them, They all run away, and Falſtaff afier a 
blow or two runs away too, leaving the booty be- 

_ hind them. l 

. * RG with much eaſe, Now merrily te 
orſe: ; | 

The Thieves are ſcatter'd and poſſeſt with fear 
So ftrongly, that they dare not meet each other; 
Each takes his fellow for an officer, 
Away, good Ned, Now Fa!ſtaff ſweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 


Wer't not for laughing, I ſhould pity him. 


Poins. How the rogue roar'd!  [Exennt, 


By '  $EENR 
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8. CRN N 
Lord Percy's Houſe. 


| Enter Hot-{pur ſelus, reading a letters | 


Re, for mine own part my lord, I could be well con- 
rented to be there, in reſpect of the love I bear your 
Heuſe. He could be contented to be there; why is he 


not then? in reſect of the love he bears our houſe : he 
ſhews in this, he loves his own barn better than he 


loves our houſe. Let me ſee ſome more. The purpoſe 
you undertake is dangerous. Why that's certain: 'tis dan- 
getous to take a cold, to ſleep, to drink: but I tell 
you, my lord fool, ont of this nettle, danger, we 


pluck this flower, ſafely. The purpoſe you undertake is 


dangerous, the friends you have named uncertain, the 
time it ſelf unſorted, and your whole plot too light; for 
the counterpoize of ſo great an oppoſition. Say you fo, 
ſay you ſo? I fay unto you again, you are a ſhallow 
cowardly hind, and you lye. What a lack- brain is this? 
By the lord, our plot is a good plot as ever was laid; 
our friends true and conſtant: a good plot, good 
friends, and full of expe@ation: an excellent plot, 
very good friends. What a frofty-ſpirited rogue is 
this? Why, my lerd of York commends the plat, and 
the general courſe of the action. By this hand, if I 
were now by this raſcal, I could brain him with his 
lady's fan, Is there not my father, my uncle, and my 
ſelt, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my lord of York, and 


Owen Glendower ? Is there not beſide, the Dowglas ? 
have I not all their letters, to meet me in arms by 
the ninth of the next month? and are there not ſome 


of them ſet forward already > What a Pagan raſcal 
is this? an infidel. Ha! you ſhall ſee now in ve- 
ry ſincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to the King, 
and lay open all our proceedings. O, I could divide my 
ſelf; and go to buffets, for moving ſuch a diſh of skimm'd 


milk with ſo honourable an action. Hang him, let _ 
1 
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% A - 92 
tell the King. We are prepared, I will ſet forwafd 
to-night. 


SCH Th 
Enter Lady Percy. 


How now, Ka 
hours. | 

Lady. O my good lord, why are you thus alone? 

For what offence have I this fortnight been 

A baviſh'd.woman from my Harry's bed? 

Tell me, ſweet Lord; what is't that takes from thee 

Thy ftomach, pleaſure, aid thy golden ſleep ? 

Why doſt thou bend thy eyes upon the earth? 

And ſtart ſo often when thou ſiit'ſt alone ? 

Why haſt thou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheeks? 

And given thy treaſures and my rights of thee, + 


te / J muſt leave you within theſe two 


To thick-ey'd muſing, and curſt melancholy! 


In thy fie flumbers 1 by thee have watcht, 
And heard thee murmur tales of irsn wars : 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding ſteed ; 
Cry, Courage! to the field! and thou haſt'talk'd 
Ot allies and retires; of trenches, ifents, © © 
Of paliſadoes; frontiers, parapets; | 
Of b:filisks, of cinnon, culverin; 
Of priſoners ranfom, and of foldiers ſlain, 
And all the current of a heady: fight. 
Thy ſpirit within.thee hath been fo at war, 
And thus hath ſo beſtir'd thee in thy fleep, 
That Beads of ſweat have ſtood upon thy . brow, 
Lik bubbles in a late diſturbed ftream: ' 
And in thy face ſtrange morions have: appear'd, 
Such as we ſee when men reſtrain their breath, 
On' ſome * ſudden haſte, O what portents ars 
' * ehele 8 3 * 
Some heavy buſineſs hath my lord in hand, 
And J muſt know it; elſe he loves me not. 

Hoc. W bat ho, is Gilliams with the packet gone ?, 


B 4 Enter 
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Enter Servant. 


Serv. He is, my lord, an hour agone. 
Hot. Hath Butler brought thoſe horſes from the 
Sheriff ? 

Serv. One horſe, my lord, he brought evn now. 

Hot, What horfe? a roan, a crop ear, is it not? 

Serv, It is, my lord. | 

Hor. That roan ſhall be my throne. 

Well, 1 will back him ſtrait. O Eſperance / 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park, 

Lady. But hear you, my lord. 

Hot, What ſay'ſt thou, my lady: 

Lady. What is it carries jou away? 

Hot, Why, my horſe, my love, my horfe. 

Lady. Out you mad-headed ape! A weaſel hath not 
Such a deal of ſpleen as you are toſt with. , 1 
In faith 1'l] know your buſineſs, that I will. 

] fear my brother Mortimer doth ftir 
About his ticle, and hath ſent for you 
To line his enterprize, but if you go —— 

Hot. — 80 far afoot, I ſhall be weary, love. 

Lady. Come, come, you Paraquito, anſwer me 
Directiy to this queſtion, I ſhall ask. 

Fl! break thy little finger, Harry, 
If thou wilt not tell me true. 1 

Het, Away, away, you trifler: love! I love ghee 

not. | | | 
J care not for thee, Kate; this is no world 
To play with mammets, and to tilt with lips. 
We muſt have bloody noſes, and crack'd crowns, 
And paſs them currant too — gods me! my horſe, 
What ſay'ſt thou, Kare! what wouldſt thou have with 
me? 

Lady, Do you not love me? do you not indeed? 
Well, do not then. For ſince you love me not, 
I will not love my ſelf, Do you not love me? 
Nay, tell me if you ſpeak in jeſt or no? 


+ Mammets, i, e, girls, 


Hot; 
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Hot. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? 
And when I am on horſe-back, 1 will ſwer 
I muſt not have you heneeforth queſtion me, 
Whither I go; nor reaſon*where about. 
Whither'I muſt, I muſt; Ind to conclude, 
This evening muſt I leave thee, gentle Kaze. 


1 know you wilF, but yer no further wiſe 
Than Harry Percy's wife. Conftant you are, 
Zut yet a woman; and for ſecreſie, 


No lady cloſer. For I will believe, 4 
Thou wilt not utter what theu dofſt not knovy, 
And ſo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kare, 

Lady. How ſo far? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But hark you Kate, 


"Whither I go, thither ſhall you go tes: 
To- day will I ſet forth, to-morrow you. 
Will this content you, Kaze? 


Lady. It muft foree. | | [FExcunt; 


SCENE vn. 
The Tavern is Eaft-cheap, 
Enter Prince Henry awd Poins. 


P. Hen. ED, pi'ythee come out of that fat room, 
N and lend me thy hand to laagh a little. 

Poms. 1 Hal? 

P. Henry. With t r four loggerheads, amon 
three or faurſcore hogſheads. I have ſrunded the — 
baſs firing of bunallity. Sirrah, I am ſworn brother to 
a leaſh of drawers, and can call them by their Chriſten 
names, & Tow, Dick, and Francis, They take it al- 
ready upon their * conſcience chat though 1 be bur Prince 


of Wales, yet I am the King ef courteſie; telling me 
flatly 1 am no proud Fack, hke Jack Falſtaff, but a 


Ovrinthian, a lad ef _—_ a good boy: and when 1 


Am 
© confid:n0e, 


LY 
1 
k 
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am Ping of England, I ſhall commend all the good lads 
in Eaſt cheap. They call drinkiog deep, dying dcarler; 


and hen you *. breathe in your watring, they ory. hem! 


and bid you lay it off. To cenolude, | am fo good 2 
Proficient in ane quarter of an hour, that J can drink 
with a tinker in his owa language during my life. | 
tell thee Ned, thou beſt loſt mach honour, that thay 
wert net with me ia this action; but ſevect Ned, (to 
ſweeten which name of Ned, I give thee this ꝓeuny- 
worth of ſugar, clapt-oven mow. into my hand by an un- 


der skinker, one that neuer ſpae other iſh in his 


life, then Eight Sung, and Sir Pence, and You are wel- 
come Sir: with this ſhrill addition, Anas, Sr, aan Sir; 
Score a pint vf beſinnd in me half «moon, or ſo.) But Ned, 
to drive away time ull Falſtaff come, I pr'ythee do thou 
ſtand in ſome bye room, while I queſtion my puny 
drawer, to What end he gave me the ſugar? and · do ne- 


cer leave calling Francis, that his tale «to me may be 
nothing but, anon, Step aſide, and Vil. fhew thee 4 


- Precedent, _. 


Poins, Francis. 
P. Henry. Thou art perfect. 
Poms, Francis. 


4 


;SCENE vi. 


Enter Francis the .drawer. 


Ralph. | 

P. Herry. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran, My lord. | 

P. Hewy. How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? 

Fran. For ſooth, five years, and as much as to —— 
Poins. Francis. | 

Fran. Anon, anon, ol 

P. Henry. ive years; by'r-lady, a long leaſe for the 


clinking of pewter. But Frazcis, dareſt thou be fo ys 


' Baur, 
* break, 


Fran, Anon, anon, Sir; look down into the pomgranet, 


et, 


r, 


King — 1. 35 


liant, as tojp'sy, the coward with thy indenture, and 
ſhew it a fair pair of heel, and run from it? 

Fran. O lord, Sir, Dl be — upon all the books in 
* could find ia 27 cnet — 

Point. Fraitis. ' + 

py Anon, _ LW ; 

Henry. How old art thou, Francis | 
=_ Let me ſer, about Michaalmas next 1 ſhall 
Poms, 2 

Fran, Anon Sir; pray you ſtay a little, my lord. 

P. Henry. Nay, but -bark you Francis, for the ſugar 
thou gaveſt me, 'twas a pennyworth, was't not ? 

Fre O lord, I would it had been ewo.- ' 

P. Henry, 1 will give thee for it a thouſand pound: 
ask me when thou Tk, and thou ſhalt have i it. 

Pein. Francis, * - 

Fran, Anon, anon. 

P. Henry. Anon, Francis? no, Francis, but to- morrow 
Francis; or Francis, on Thurſday ; or — 8 
n wik. But Fraxcis, 1 ru N 

Fran. My lord. 

P. Henry. Wilt thou rob this eathern-jerkin, chriſtal- 
button, * knot-pated, agat-ring,-puke- re caddice- 
garter, ſmooth tongue, Spaniſh pouch, | — 

Fran. O lord, Sir, Who do you mean? 

P. Henry. Why then your brown baſtard is your only 
deink; for look you, Francis, your white canvas doub- 
let will ſully. Ia naar Sir. it cannot come to ts 
much. . 

Fran. What, Sir? 
Poins. Francis. 


P. Henry, Away you rogue, doſt thou not ber tbem 


call? 
{ Here they both call, ie drawer flands maxed 
nos _—_— 2 _ — TH 


ws - 1875) 


Enter 


uy not-pated, 


by 
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Enter Vintner, 


Vt. What, ſtand'ſt thou ſtill, and hear'ſt ſugh a cal. 
ing? Look to the gueſts within, My lord, old Sir 
with balf a dozen more are at the door; fhall 
them in? | | | 


p. Henry. Let them alone a while, and then open the 
door, P oins. : | 


let 


Enter Poins. 


Pein. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Eewy. Sirrah, Falflaff and the reſt of the thieves 
are zt the dcor; ſhall we be merry? 

Peins. As merry as Crickets, my lad. But hark ye 
what cunning match have you made with this jeſt of the 
erawer ? come, what's the iſſue ? a 
P. Henry, Iem now of all bymours, that heve ſhew'd 
themſe ! ves humours, ſince the old days of goodman Adam, 
to the pupil age of this preſent twelve a clock at mid - 
night. What's a clock, Francis ? | 

Fran. Anen, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. That. ever this fellow ſhould have fewer 
words than a Parrot, and yet the ſon of a Woman, His 
induſtry is up ſtairs and down ftairs; his eloquence the 
parcel of a reckoning. I am not yet of Percy's mind, 
be hot-ſpur of the north; he that kills me ſome fix or 
ſeven dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, waſhes his hands and 
fays to his wife, fie upon this quiet life, I want work, 
O my ſweet Harry, ſays ſhe, how many haſt thou kill'd 
to day Give my roam horſe adrench, ſays he, and anfwers, 
ſome fourteen, an Hour after; a trifle, a trifle, I pr'ythee 
«call in Falfaff, I'll play Percy, and that damn'd brawn 
ſhall phy dame Mortimer his wife. Rive, ſays the drunk - 
ard. Call in ribs, call in tallow, | 


SCENE 


K. 


let 
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SCENE IX, 
| Enter Falſtaff. 


Poms, Weicome Fack, where haſt thou been? 
Fal. A plague of all Cowards, I ſay, and a yen 
too, marry and Ames, Give me a cup of ſack, boy 
Fre I lead this life Jong, Ill ſow nether ſecks and mend 
them, and foet them too. A phgue of all cowards. Give 
me a cup of ſack, rogue. Is there no virtue extant? 
* | [ He drinks. 
P. Henry, Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a diſh of 
butter? pitiful] hearted * Titan, that melted at the ſweet 
oo the ſun? if thou didft, thea behold that cem- 
poun b 
Fal. You rogue, here's lime in this ſack too; there 
is nothing but roguery to be found in villainous Man; 
yet a coward is worſe than a cup ef ſack with lime in 
A villainous coward Go thy ways old Jack, die 
when thou wiltz if manhood, manhood be net for- 
got upon the face of the earth, then am I ſhotten ber- 
ring : there live not three good men unhang d in 7 
and one of them is fat, and grows old. God help t 
while, a bad world I fay, I weuld I were a weaver, I 
eould fing pſalms, and all maaner of ſangs. A plague of 
al Cowards, I fay fill. 
P. Henry, How now Woolſack, what mutter you? 
: Fal. A —_— ſon ? 2 _ — — — - thy 
ingdom with a da hath, and drive all thy ſubjects 
— thee like a deck of wild geeſg, I'll never wear hair 
on my face more, You Prince of Wales ? 
P. Henry, Why you whorſon round Man! what's the 
matter? | | 
Fal. Are you not a coward : anſwer me to that, and 
Poins there? 
P. Henry, Yeyfat paunch, an ye call me coward, I'll 
Kab thee, 
Pal, 


* or rather, Butter that melted, xc. 
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Fal. I call thee coward F Ill ſee thee damn'd ere Vil call 
thee Coward; but I would give a thouſand pound I could 
run as faſt as chou canſt. Yoo” are ſtrait enough in the 
ſheulders, you care not who ſees your back: call you 
that backing of your friends ? a plague upon ſuch back- 
ing ; give me them that will face me Give mea 
E o 8 Us „ . * I gr E 4 4 

Henry lein, Bay PB "me Carce wi nce 
| thou drunk  laft. E 

Fal. All's ane for that, [#6 ines. 

A plague af all cowards ſtill, fax L. 
P. Hemy. What's the matter ? 

Ful. What's the matter! here be four of ws, have teen 
a thouſand pound this morning. 

P. Henry. Where is it? ,Fack? AP ip it? YO! 
Fal. Where is it: . GR it is; a hundred upon 
poor four of us. 

P. Henry. What, a hundred, man man 

Fal. I am a rogue if I were not 4 half ford with a 
— of them ttvo hours together. I have elcap'd by 
Miracle. I am ei — dy — | through the Gables, 
Jour through "oy hoſe, my buckler cut through ang 
through, my ſword hack d like a hand ſaw, ecce ſignum, 
1 never gealt better ſince I was a Man; al] would not do. 
A plagueof-all cowards —— let them ſpeak; if they 

2 more or leſs than truth, they are m. and the 

darkneſs, 


P. Henry. Speak Sirs. how was it? | 
ey _ We four ſet upon ſome dozen. * 
Fal, Sixteen, at leaſt, my lord. \ 
Gad, And bound them. 
Peto. No, no, they were not bound, _ 
Fal. Vou rogue they were bound, every man of them, 
er lam a Few elſe, an Ebrew Few. 
Gads, As we were ſharing, iome ſix or ſeven frefh men 
ſet upon us. 
Fal. 


4 rt. eld edition Roſſel ſpeaks bere, and not Gads- 
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Kal. And unbound the jeſt, ang then came in the 


other. br | 

P. Henry. What, foyght ye yith them all? 

Fl. All? I know a 41 "a ll; but if I fought 

not witch fifty of them, I am a bunch of radiſh: if there 
were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Fack, then 
am I no tyyoglegp'd creature. 

Peoins. Pray heavin, you have not murthered ſome of 


them. | 
Fal. Nay that's paſt praying ipr. T haye pepper d two 
of them; two I am ſure I Tave pay'd, two rogues 1a 
buckram ſuits. I tell thee what, al, If I tell thee a lie, 
ſpit in my face, call ine þorſe; thou know'ſt my old 
ward; here I lay, and thus 1-bore my poiat; four rogues 
in buckram let drive at me, "TY 

pP. Henry, What four? thou -ſaidff but two, even 


now. 
Kal. Four, Hal, I told. t hee four, 

Teins. Ay,ay, he, ſald four. | 

Tal. Theſe tour came all a- front, and mainly thruſt zt 
me? I made. no more adg, but took AM their ſeven points 
in my target, . thus, | e 3346 

P. Harry. Seven! hy there were hut four even 
Dow. 

Fal. In buckram. 5 

Point. Ay, four in buckram Suits. 

Fal. Seven, by theſe Hilts, or I am a villaia elle, 
Pe. Henry. Pr ythee let him alone, we ſhall have more 
mon. . pag 

Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? 

P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Fact. 

Fal. Do fo, tor it is warth the liſtuing to: theſe nine 
in buckram, that I told thee of 

P. Henry. So, two more already. 
Fal. Their points being broken 

Poins. Down fell his hoſe. 

Fal. Began to give me ground; but I follow'd me cloſe, 
ame in foot and hand; and with a thought, ſeven of the 
ele ven I pay d. 2 | 


N . P. Henry. 
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P. Hen. O monſtrous! eleven buckram men grown 
our of two! | | 

Fal. But as the devi would have it, three miſ-begot- 
ten knayes in Kendal green, came at my back, znd let 

drive at me; (for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou couldſt 
not ſee thy hand.) pe” | | 

P. Hen. Theſe lies are like the Father that begs them, 

ols as a mountain, open, palpable. Why thou = 
brain d guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou whorſon o 
ſcene greaſy tallow-catch 

Fal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is not the 
truth, the truth? 

P. Henry. Why how cou'd'ſt thou know theſe men in 
Kendal green, when it was ſo dark, thou could'ſt not fee 
= Hand? come tell ns your reaſon: what fay'ſt thou to 

ET | 
| Foins,” Come, your reaſon, Fack, your reaſon, 

Fal. What, upon compuliion? no; were I at the ftrap- 
pado, or all the racks in the world, I yould not tell you 
en compulfian. Give you a reaſon en COmpulfion ! if res- 
ſons were as plenty as black-berries, I wonkd give ne 
man a reaſon upon compulſion: 17 A 

P. Henry. I'll be no guilty of this fin. This 
 fanguine coward, this bed · preſſer, this horſeback - breaker, 
this huge hill of fleſn. 

Fal. Away you ſtarveling, you elf- skin, you dry d 
neats-tonguc, bull's pizzel, you flock- fim: O for breath, to 
utter! What is like thee? You taylor's yard, you ſheath, 
you bow-caſe, you vile Randing tuck. 

P. Henry. Well, breathe a while, and then to't agam; 
and when theu haſt tir'd thy ſelt in baſe compariſons, 
hear me ſpeak but this, | 

Piat. Mar k, Jack. 3 

P. Henry. We two ſaw you four ſet on four, you 
bound them, and were maſters of their wealth: mark 
now how a plain tale ſhall put you down, Then did we 
tevo ſet on you four, and with a word, outfac'd you 
from your prize, and have it, yea, and ean ſhew it you 
here in the hauſe. And Falfaff, you carry'd your guts 
aw3y as nimbly, with as quick dexterizy, and roar'd 
for 
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for mercy, and ſtil] ran and roar'd, as ever I heard bulb- 
calf.” What a ſlave art thou, to hack thy ſword as thou 
haft done, and then ſay it was in fight, What trick? 
what deviſe? what ſtarting hole, can't thou now find 
out, to hide thee from this open and apparent ſhame ? 

Poins. Come, let's hear, Fack: what trick haſt thou 
now ? 

Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye, as well as he that mgde 
ye. Why hear ye, my Maſters; was it for me to kill 
the heir apparent? Should I turn vpon the true Prince? 
Why thou knoweſt I am as valiant as Hercules; but be- 
ware inſtinct, the Lion will not touch the true Prince: 
inſtinct is a great matter, I was a coward on inſtinct: I 
ſha'l think the better of my ſelf, and thee, during my 
liſe; I, for a valiant Lion, and thou for a true Prince, 
But, by the lord. lads, I am glad you have the money. 
Hoſteſs, clap to the doors; watch to-night, pray to-mor- 
row. Gallants, lads, boys, hearts of gold, al} the titles of 
good fellowſhip come to you. What, ſhall we be merry? 
Hall we have a play extempore? | 
P. Henry. Content, and the argument ſhall be, thy rus- 
ning away. | | 1. 
Fal. Ab, no more of that, Hal, if thou loveſt me. 


SCENE X. 
Enter Hoſteſs, 


Hoſt. O Jefu! my lord the Prince! | 

P. Henry. How now, my lady the Hoſteſs, what ſay ' ſt 
thou to me? | 

Hoft. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the Court 
at door would ſpeak with you, he fays he comes from 
your father, | 3 

P. Henry, Give him as much as will make him a royal 
man, and ſend him back again to my mother. 
Fal. What manner of man is he? 


Hef. An old man, | 
* | Fal, 
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Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at midnight? 
Sball I give Him his anſwer? 

P. Henry. Pr'ythee do, Fack. | 

Fal, Faith and Vil fend him packing. [Exit, 

P. Now Sirs, by'r-lady you fought fair; ſo did 
you Pero, o did you Bardelph: you are Lions too, you 
ran 8 npon inſtinct; you will not touch the true Prince, 
no, ne. 

Bard. Faith I ran when I faw others run. 

P. Henry. Tellme no in earneſt; how came Fallaff's 
fword ſo hackt; 

Peto. Why de backt it with his dagger, and ſaid, he 
would ſwear tre ti out of England, but be would make 
you believe it was cone in — aud perſua led us to do 
the like. 

Bard. Yea, and: ta tickle our noſes with ſpear-grafh 
to make them bleed, and then beſlulſ er our garmegts 
with it, and ſwegr it was the blood, of -trne men, | did 
that I did not theſe ſeven years before, L bluſh'd to hear 
Eis mot ſtrous devices. 

P. Henry. O Villain, thou Bolleſk a cup of ſack eighteen 

ago, and wert taken in the manner, and ever ſince 
thou haſt bluſh'd exrempore; thou hadſt fire and ſword on 
thy fide,” and yet thay banned l what inſtigct bagt 
thou for ir? 13 8 «1 

Bard. My lord do e e meteors? do you bg 
hold theſe Adele of ze N 

P. Henry, 1 do. 

Bard. What thick you they portend? 

P, Henry. Hot livers and cold purſes. 

Nad. Ghokr, wy how ir 1 1 taken. 
P. Henry. No, if rightly 


| Be Bn: No, if rightly cen, halter. 
8 C . NE XI. 


Later Falltaff, 


Here comes lean Zack, here comes bare · bone. How now 
wy ſweet creature of bombaſt, how long l ago, Facks 
fince thou ſaw'lt thy own knee? y 

Fal. 
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Fal. My own knee? When I was, about thy Years, 
Hal, | was got an Exple's talon in the waſte, I could 
have crept, into any Alderman's, thumb-ring: a plague of 
fighing and grief, it blows a man up like a bladder. 
There's; villainous news abroad: here was Sir John Braby 
from your father; you muſt go to the court in the morn- 
ing. That ſame mad fellow of, the north, Percy; and he 
of Wales, that gave Amamon the baſtiaado, and made 
Lucifer cuck Id, and ſwore the devil his true Liegeman 
upon the croſe of a Welſh-hook: what a pligue you 
biw 

Poing. O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen; the ſame, and his fon in-law Mer. 
timer, and old Northumberland, and thg ſprightly Scot of 
Scots, Dowglas, that runs a horſeback up a hill perpendi- 
cular | | ; 

P. Henry. He that rides at high ſpeed, and with a piſtol 
kills a Sparrow flying. y 

y ou * NR * | 
P. Hgmy, So did he never the Sparrow. 

Fal. Wel, that raſcal hath good mettle ip him, he will 
not run. M 1 ; 

b. Henry. Why, what a raſcal art thou they, to praiſe 


LO 


bim for ſo running? 

Fal. A horſeback, ye. cackow, but afoot he will not 
budge a foot, : 

P. Henry. Yes, Fack, upon inſtinct. | 

Eal, I grant ye, upon inſtinct: well he is therg too, 
and ons Mordake, and a thouſand blue: caps more, Mor- 
ceſter is ſtoln away by night: thy faths: 's heard is turing 
White wi h the news: you may buy land now as, cheap 
as ſtinking mackere), | | , 

P. Henry, Then tis like, it there came a hot * June, 
and this civil buffe ting hold, we ſhall buy maidenbeads ag 
they buy bob-nails, by the hundred. 1 

Fal. By the maſs, lad, thqu ſay'ſt true, it is like we 
ſhall bave gacd trading that way. But tell me. Hal, arg 
not thou horrible afeard ? thou being be ir apparent, 

cop 


/n. . 
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Eould the world pick the out three ſuch-enemies again 28 
that fiend Dowglas, that ſpitjt Percy, and that devil Glen- 
armer? art thou not horribly afraid? doth not tby blood 
thrill at it? 
N. Henry. Not a whit i' faith, I lack ſome of thy in- 

net, | 

Fal. Well thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow, when 
mou com'ſt to thy father: if thou do love me, practiſe 
an anſwer, _ 

P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for my father, and examine 
me upon the particulars of my life. 

Fal. Shall 1? content: this chair ſhall be my ſtate, this 
dagger my ſcepter, and this cuſhion my crown. 

P. Henry. Thy ſtate is taken for a joint-ſtosl, thy gol- 
den ſcepter for a leaden dagger, and thy precioug rich 
crown for a pitiful bald crown, 

Fal. Well, an the fice of grace be not quite out of thee, 
now ſhalt thou be moved Give me a cup of 
ſack to make mine eyes look red, that it may be thought 
I have wept; for I muſt ſpeak in paſſion, and I will do 
it in King Cambyſes* vein. ; 

P. Henry, Well, here is my leg. 

1 And here is my ſpeech 
bllity — 
Hoſt. This is excellent ſport, ö faith. N 
Fal. Weep not, ſweet Queen, for trickling tears are 
| vain. | | | 
Heft. O the father! how he holds his countenance ? 

Fal. For God's ſake, lords, convey my triſtful Queen, 

For tears do ſtop the flood - gates of her eyes. 13 
Heft. O rare, he doth it as like ene of thoſe harletry 
players, as I ever ſee, 

Fal. Peace, goed pint-pot, peace good tickle-brain —— 
Harry, I do net only marvel, where theu ſpendeſt thy 
time; but alſo, how thou art accompany'd : for though 
© the camomile, the more it is trodden on, the faſter it 
« grows: yet youth, the more it is waſted, the ſooner 
it wears, Thou art my ſon; I have partly thy mo- 
« ther's word, partly my opigien; but chiefly, a villainees 
| trick of thine eye, and a fooliſh hanging of the * 

5 Up, 
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* lip, that doth warrant me, If then thou be ſon to 
me, here lyeth the point; why, being ſon to me, art 
© thou ſo pointed at? Shall the bleſſed Son of heav'n 
« prove a + micher, and eat black-berries? a queſtion 
© not to be ask'd. Shall the ſon of England prove a 
« thief, and take Purſes? a queſtion to be ask'd. There 
is a thing, Harry, which thou haſt often heard of, 
* and it is known to many in our land by the name of 
« pitch: this pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth 
« defile; ſo doth the company thou keep'ſt; for Harry, 
now do I not ſpeak to thee in drink, but in tears; 
« not in pleaſure, but in paſſion; not in werds only, bur 
in woes alſo ; and yet there is a virtuous man, whom 
I have often noted in thy company, but I know not his 
name. | | 
P. Henry. What manner of man, an it like your Ma- 
art 41 ly port! faith, and ler 
Fal. v portly man i faith, and a corpulent; 
1 heat look, a pleaſing eye, and a moſt noble 
* carriage; and as I think, his age ſome fifty, or, by'r- 
© lady, inclining to threeſcore; and now I . 
me, his name is Falſtaff: if that man ſhould be lewd- 
ly given, he deceives me; for Harry, I ſee virtue in 
bis looks, If then the tree may be known by the fruit, 
« as the fruit by the tree, then peremptorily I ſpeik it. 
« there is virtue in that Falfaff; keep with him, the reſt 
© baniſh, And tell me now, thou naughty varlet, tell me, 
« where haſt thou been this month? 
P. Henry. Doſt thou ſpeak like a King? do thou ſting 
for me, and 1] play my father, | 
Fal. Depoſe me, If thou do'ſt it half ſo gravely, fo 
majeſtically, both ia word and matter, hang me up by 
t he heels for a rabbet-ſucker, or a poulterer's — 
P. Henry. Well, here I am fer. 
Fal. And here I ftand; judge, my maſters, 
P. Henry. Now Harry, whence come you? | 
Fal. My noble lord, from Eaſt cheap, 3 
| | P. Henry 
+ 4 micher, i. e. a truant; 40 mich, « 40 lurk ont of 
fight; à hedge-creeper, 


— — nn — ac 
= l 


* een _ 
2 LICET: EP a >; bad” 
- 0 - 


=>. _ 
— — — — 2 — — — Z 4 
— * — - — . — 
— X 4 — _ —_ 
mme 


—— — — 
——— — 


— 
r 
ln 


— —— 
—— oe 


2 . 2 * 


% 
I Aw 


* „ 18 
46 The Fir Part 
P. Henry. The complain I hear of thee) areilprifons, 
Fal. Sblood, my lord, they are falle. Nay, PH 
tickle ye for a young Prince. 
p. Henry, Sweareſt thou, ungracious boy? henceforth n 
ne er look on ine; thou art vioiertly carry's way trom 
© prace; there's a devil haunts thee, in the Hkenels of a ti 
fat old man: a tun of mar! is thy companion. Why 
doſt thou converſe with that ttunk of huwours, that 
_ © boulting-hurch of beaſtlineſt, that foyoln parcel ofidrop- 
fies, that huge bombard of f:ck, that ſtuft elock bag of 
1 J that roafted Marining-iree Ox with the pudding · in 


his belly, that reverend vice, that grey iniquity, that = 
father ruffian, that'vani'y in years? Wherein is he good. 
but to raſte ſack and drink it? whertin'near and clean- 0. 
ly, but to cerve 2 capon and eat it? wherein eunniag. 41 
but in craft? wherein crafty but in vilsiny herein 
_ © villainous, but in all things? wherein worthy, but tin 9 
nothing? : 1c 
Fal. I would your prace would take me with you: | 
' whom means your grace? | | fl 
P. Henry. That villainous abominable miſ. leader of 8 
ouch, Falſiaff, that old white-bearded Satan. 1 
Fal. My lord the man I know, * 
P. Henry, | know thou doſt. h 
Fial But to fay, I know more harm in him than in t. 
my ſelf, were to ſay more than I know, That the is 
old, the more's the pity, his white hairs do witneſs it; 4 
but that he is, (faving your reyerence,) awhoremaſter, 1 


< 'that I vitterly deny. It ſack and ſuꝑar be 2 fault, God 
help the wicked: it to be old and merry, be a tin, then t 
many an old heſt that I know is damn'd: if to be fat, 
be to be bated, then Pharaoh's lean k ine are to be lob d. 
No, my good lord, 'baniſh Pero, baniſh” Bardolph, baniſn 
© Poins; but for ſweet Jack Falſtaff, km -Fack* Falftaff, 
< true Jack Fal/{aff, 'viliant Jack Falſtaff. and therefore 
4 more valiant, beidg as he is, old Fack Falftaff; baniſh 
not bim thy Harry's company * baniſh plump Fuck, and 
baniſn all the world. | 
P. Henry, I do, I will, 
| Enter 
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Enter Bardolph running. 


d. O. my lord, my lord, the Sheriff with' a moſt 
W * watch, is at the door. N " q 
Fal, Out you rogue, play gut the play: I haye'muc 

to ſay in the behalf of that Fal aff. | 


Enter the Hoſteſs. 
Hoſt. O, my tord, my, lord! t 
Fal. Heigh, heigh, the devil rides upon a fidcel-ſtick : 
whar's the matter? | 
1. The Sheriff ang all the woch are at the door: 
they are come to ſearch the houſe: ſhall I' let them 


in? 


Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece of 
gold a, counterfeit: thou art effentially ma, without 
ſee ming fo. | | 
P. Henry, And thou a natural Coward, without in- 
z 01; raden. the 
1 I deny your major; if you will deny the Sheriff, 


19, it not, let him enter, If | become not a cart us 


well as another man, a plague on my bringing up; 1 
hope I ſhall as ſoon be ſtrangled with a halter, as ano- 


P. Henry, Go hide thee behind the arras, the'reſt wilk 

"UC U , ©. wn r 

above. Now my maſters, for a true face and good con- 

ſcience. | 5 | 
Fal. Both which l have had; but their date is out, and 

therefore l' hide tne, 


[Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph, Cc. 
P. Henry. Call in the Sheriff. 


S CEN E XII. 
eue Serif ant the Cn 
P. _ Now maſter Sheriff, What is your will with 
Sbers 


* 
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Sher. Firſt, .pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry 
Hath follow'd certain men unto this houſe, 
P. Henry. What men? | 
Sher, One of them is well known, my gracious lord, 
A groſs fat man. 
Car. As fat as butter. 
Henry. The man, I do aſſure you, is not here, 
For I my ſelf at this time have employ'd him; 
And, Sheriff, 1 engage my word to thee, 
That I will by to-morrow dinner time, 
Send him to anſwer thee, or any man. 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal: 
And ſo let me intreat you leave the Houſe. 
Sher, I will, my lord: thefe are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery loſt three hundred marks. 
P. Henry. It may be ſo; if he have robb'd theſe men; 
He ſhall be anſwerable; and ſo farewe). 
Sher. Goed night, my noble lord. 
P. Henry. I think it is good morrow, is it not? 
ber. ladeed, my lord, I think it be two a clock. 
| [Exit, 
P. Henry. This oily raſcal is known as well as Paul's; 
go call him forth, 4 
Fete. Falſtaff! faſt aſleep behind the arras, and ſnorting 
like a horſe, 5 
P. Henry. Hark, how hard he fetches his breath; ſearch 
his pockets, | 
[ He fearches his pockets, and finds certain papers, 
P. Henry, What baft thou found? | 
Peto. Nothing but Papers, my lord. 
P. Henry. Let's ſee, what be they? read them. 
Piet. Item, a capon, 2 3. 2d. 
Tem, Sawce, 4 d. 
Item, Sack, two gallons, 5 . 8 J. 
Tem, Anchoves and fack after fupper, 2 5. 6d. 
Tem, Bread a halfpenpy. | 
P. Henry. O monſtrous, but ene halfpenny-worth of 
bread, to this intolerable deal of ſack? What there is 
elſe, my cloſe, we'll read it at more advantage; there 
kt him ſleep till day. I to the court in the morning: 
| . we 


1 
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we muſt all to the wars, and thy place ſhall be honoura- 
ble. III procure this fat rogue a charge of foot, and I 
know his death will be a f march of twelveſcore. The 
money ſhall be paid back again with advantage. Be with 
me betimes in the morning; and ſo good morrow, Peto. 
Peto. Good mom good my Lord. ¶Exeunt. 


RES Ez 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
WALES. 


Enter Hot · ſpur, Worceſter, Lord Mortimer, and Owen 
Glendower. 


MoRTIMER. 


SS — HESE promiſes are fair, the go ſure, 

and our induction full or proſp'rous hope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer, and couſin Glen. 
wer, 

Se 


ZZ = Will you fit down? 
And uncle Horcgfter—A plague upon it. 
[ Exennt. 

I haye tor 5 the map. 

Glend. here it is; 
Sit, couſin Percy, fir, good couſin Hotſbur: 
For by that name, as oft as Lancaſter 
Doth ſpeak of you, his cheeks look pale, and with 
A riſing ſigh, he wiſheth you in heav'n, 

Hot. And you in hell, as often as he hears 
Owen Glendower ſpoke of. 

Glend. 1 blame him not : at my nativity 
The front of heav'n was full - fiery ſhapes, 


Of 
a 


4 i. e. it will kill him to march b far as twe'veſcore 


foot. 
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Of burning creſſets ; know that at my birth, 
The frame and the foundation of the earth 
Shook like a coward. 
Hot. So it wou'd have done 
At the ſame ſeaſon, if your mother's cat 6 
Had kitten'd, though your ſelf had ne'er been born. 
Glend. I ſay the earth did ſhake when I was born. 
Hot. I ſay the earth then was not of my mind; 
If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. 
Glend. The hcav'ns were all on fire, the earth did 
tremble. . 
= O, then the earth ſhook to ſce_the*beav'ns on 
a, | | 
And not in fear of your nativity. 
Diſeaſed nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ſtrange eruptions; and the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of chelick pinch'd and vext, 
By the impriſoning of unruly wind 
Within her womb ; which for enlargement ſtriving, 
$hakes the old beldam earch, and topples down 
High tow'rs and moſs-grown ſteeples. At your birth, 
Our grandam earch, with this diſtemperature, 
In paſſion ſhook. 
Glend. Couſin, of many nen 5 
I do not bear theſe croſſings: give me leaye 
To tell you once again, that at my birth 
The front of heav'n was full of fiery ſhapes, + * 
The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were ſtrangely clam'rous in the frighted fields: 
Theſe figns have marked me extraordinary, 
And all the courſes of my lite do ſhew, 
I am not in the roll of common men. 
Where is he living, clipt in with the ſea | 
That chides the banks of England, Wales, or Scotland, 
Who calls me pupil, or hath read to me? 
Aad bring him out, that is but woman's ſon, 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 
Or hold me pace in deep experiments. 
Hot. I think there is no man ſpeaks better elf. 
I'd to dinner 


Mort. 
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Mort. Peace, couſin Percy, you will make him mad. 
Glend. I can call ſpirits trom the vaſty deep. 
Het. Why, ſo can I, or ſo can any man: 

But will they come, when you do call for them? 
Glend. Why, I can teach thee to command the devil. 
Hot. And I can reach thee, coz. to ſhame the devil, 

19 telling truth. Tell truth, and ſhame the devil. 

If thou have pow'r to raiſe him, bring him hither, 

And Tl be ſworn, I've pow'r to ſhame him hence, 

Oh, while you live, tell truth, and ſhame the devil. 
Mo:t. Come, come! . 1 

No more of this unprofitable chat. N 1 
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke made head I 

Againſt my pow'r; thrice from the banks of Me, 

And ſandy: bottom'd Severn, have I ſent | 

Him bootleſs home, and weather- beaten back. 

Hot. Home, without boots, and in foul weather too! 

How *ſcapes he agues, in the devil's name? 

Glend. Come, here's the map : ſhall we divide our 
Tight, | 

e to our threefold order ta en? 1 
Mort. Th' Arch-deacon hath divided it 

Iato three limits, very equally: 

England, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 

By ſouth and eaſt, is to my part aſſign'd: 

All weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severn ſhore, 

And all the fertile land within that bound, 

To Owen Glendower ; and dear coz. to you 

The remnant northward, lying off from Trent. 

And our indentures tripartite are drawn: 

Which being ſealed interchangeably, 

A buſineſs that this night may execute) 

o-morrow, couſin Percy, you and I 

And my good lord of Worceſter, will ſet forth, 

To meet your father, and the Scotiſh power, 

As is appointed us at Shrewsbury. 

My father Glendower is not ready yet, 

Nor ſhall we need his help theſe fourteen days: 

Within that ſpace, you may have drawn together 

Your tenants, friends, and ncighbouring genr.emen. 

| C 2 Glend. 
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Glend. A ſhorter time ſhall ſend me to you, Lords : 
And in my conduct ſhall your Ladies come, 
From whom you now muſt ſteal and take no leave, 
For there will be a world of water ſhed, | 
Upon the parting of your wives and you. 
' Hot. Methinks my moiety, north — Burton here, 
In quantity equals not one of yours: | 
See, how this river comes me crankling in, 
And cuts me, from the beſt of all my land, 
A huge half-moon a monſtrous cantle out. 
II have the current in this place damm'd up: 
And here the ſmug and ſilver Trent ſhall run 
In a new channel, fair and evenly : 
It ſhall not wind with ſo rich a deep indent, 
To rob me of ſo rich a bottom here. 
Glend. Not wind? it ſha!}, it muſt, you ſee it doth, 
Mort. But mar k, he bears his courſe, and runs me up 
With like advantage on the other fide, 
Gelding th'oppoſed continent as much, 
As on the other fide it takes from you. 
Wor. Yes, but a little charge will trench him here, 
And on this north - ſide win this cape of land, 
And then he runs ſtrait and even, 
Hot. 11! have it fo, a little charge will do it. 
Glend. 1 will not have it alter'd. 
Hot. Will not you ? 
Glend. No, nor you ſhall not. 
Hot. Who ſhall ſay me nay ? 
Glend. Why, that will I. 
Hot. Let me not underſtand you then, 
Speak it in Welſh. 74 
Glend. 1 can ſpeak Engliſh, Lord, as well as you, 
For I was train'd up in the Engliſh court : 
Where, being young, I framed to the harp 
Many an Engliſh ditty, lovely well, 
And gave the tongue a helpful ornament; 
A virtue that was never ſeen in you. 
Hos. Marry, I'm glad of it with all my heart. 
I bad rather be a kitten, and cry mew, 
Than one of theſe ſame meter- ballad- mongers; E 
| I. 
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Tad rather hear a brazen candleſtick tun'd, 
Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-rree. 
And that would nothing ſet my teeth on edge, 
Nothing ſo much as mincing poetry; 
'Tis like the forc'd gait of a ſhuffling nag. 
e, Glend. Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd. 
Hor. I do not care; I'll give thrice ſo much land 
To any well deſerving friend ; ; 
But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
Vit cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 
Are the indentures drawn? ſhall we be gone? 
Glend. The moon ſhines fair, you may away by night: 
(Tl haſte with the * writer) and withal, 
Break with your wives of your departure hence: F- 
I am afraid my daughter will run mad, 4 
b. So much ſhe doteth on her Mortimer. [ Exp. 


SCENE. . 


Mort. Fie, couſin Percy, how you croſs my father? 

Hot. I cannot chuſe; ſometime be angers me, 
+ With telling of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 
Of dreamer Merlin, and his prophecies; 
And of a Dragon, and a finleſs Fiſh, 
A clipt-wing'd Griffin, and a moulting Raven; 
A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat; 
And ſuch a deal of skimble-skamble tuff, 
As put's me from my faith. I tell you what, 
He held me the laſt night ar leaſt nine hours, 
In reck'ning up the ſeveral devils names, 
That were his lackeys: 1 cry'd hum, and well, 
But mark'd him not a word. O, he's as tedious 
As a tir'd horſe, or as a railing wife: 
Worſe than a ſmoaky houſe. Tad rather live 
With cheeſe and garlick, in >. windmill far ; 

3 


Than 
* He means the writer of the articles. 
Þ+ This alludes to an old prophecy which is ſaid to have 


E induced O. Glendower to take arms againſt k. Henry. 
See Hall's Chron. fol. 20. 
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Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me, St 
In any ſummer-houſe in Chriſtendom. 
Mort. In faith he was a warthy gentleman, 
Exceedingly well read, and profited 
Ja ſtrange concealments, valiant as a Lion; 
And wond';ons affable ; as bountiful T 
As mines of India: ſhall I tell you, couſin, 
He holds your temper in a high reſpect. 


And curbs himſelf, even of his natural ſcope, v 
When you do croſs his humour; faith he does. 

I warrant you, that man is not alive I 
Might ſo have tempted him as you have done, Ir 


Without the taſte of danger and reproof. 
But do not uſe it oft, let me intreat you. 


Mar. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful blame, A 
And ſince your coming here have done enough B 
To pur him quite beſides his patience: by 
You muſt needs.learn, lord, to amend this fault; N 

- Though ſometimes it ſhews greatneſs, courage, blood, 'S 
And that's the deareſt grace it renders you * 


Yer oftentimes it doth preſent harſh rage, 
Defect of manners, want of government, 
Pride, haughtineſs. opinion and diſdain : 
The leaſt of which, haunting a nobleman, 
Lofeth men's hearts, and leaves behind a ſtain 
Upon the beauty of all parts beſides, 
Beguiling them of commendation. 
mn _ I am ſchoold; good manners be your 
Here — our wives, and let us take our leave. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Glendower, with the ladies, 


. 


Mort. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My Wife can ſpeak no Engliſh, I no Wal, 
Glend. My daughter weeps, ſhe will not part. with you, 
Ske'll be a Soldier too, ſhe'll to the wars. | 
Mot. Good father, tell her, ſnhe and my aunt 2 
a 


* 
als mw. 
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Shall fol'ow in your conduct ſpeedily. 
[Glendower ſpeaks to her in Welſh, and ſhe anſwers 
him in the ſame, | 
Glend. She's deſp'rate here: a peeviſh ſcif-will'd har- 
lotry, | 
That no perſuaſion can do good upon, 
[The Lady ſpeaks in Welſh, 
Mort. I underſtand thy looks; that pretty Welſh, 
Which thou pow'r'ſt down from thoſe two ſwelling 
heavens, | | 
I am too perfect in: and but for ſhame, 
In ſuch a parly ſhould I anſwer thee. 
[The Lady again in Welſh. 
Mort. J underſtand thy kiſſes ; and thou mine, 
And that's a feeble diſpuration : 
Bur I will never be a truant, love, 
Till I have learn'd thy language; for the tongue 
Makes Welſh as ſweet as Aries highly penn d, 
_ by a fair Queen in a ſummer's bower, 
With raviſhing diviſion to ker tate. | 
Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 
[The Lady you again in Welſh. 
Mort. O, I am ignorance it ſelf in this. 
Glend. She bids you, 
All on the wanton ruſhes lay you down, 
And reſt your gentle head upon ber lap. 
And ſhe will ſing the ſong that pleaſeth you, 
And on your eye-lids crown the God of ſleep, 
3 your blood with pleaſing heavineſs; 
Making ſuch diff rence betwixt wake and fleep, 
As is the diff rence betwixt day and night, 
The hour before the heav'nly harneſs'd team 
Begins his golden progreſs in the eaſt. 
Mort. With all my heart Il fir and hear her fing 
By that time will our book, I think, be drawn. 
Glend. Do fo; 
And thoſe muſicians that ſhall play to you, 
Hang in the air a thouſand leagues from hence; 
Vet ſtrait they ſhall be here, fit, and attend. 
Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perte& in lying down 
C4 Come. 
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come, quick, quick, that I may lay my head in thy lap. 

Lady. Go, ye giddy gooſe. [ The muſick plays. 

Hot. Now I perceive the devil underſtands H*lfb, and 
*dis no marvel he is ſo humorous: by'r-lady he's a good 
mutician. | 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but muſical, for 
you are altogether govern'd by humours : lie ſill, ye 
thicf, and hear the Lady ſing in Hf. 

Hot. I had rather hear Lady, my brach, hol in Iriſh. 

Lady. Would'ſt have thy head broken? 

Hot. No. 

{ ady. Then be ſtill. 

Hot. Neither, *tis a woman's fault. 

Lady. Now God he'p thee. 

Hor. To the Welſh lady's bed. 

Lady. What's that? 

Hor. Peace, ſhe ſings. [ Here the Lady ſings a Welſh ſong. 
Come, I'll have your ſong too. 

Lady. Not mine in good ſooth. | 

Hot. Not yours in good footh ! you ſwear like a com- 
fit-maker's wife, not you, in good ſooth; and as true as J 
dove; and, as God ſoall mend me; and, as ſure as day : and 
giveſt ſuch ſarcenet ſurety for thy oaths, as if thou 

never walk dſt further than Finsbury. 

Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, 

A good mouth filling oath, and leave in ſooth, 
And ſuch proteſt of pzpper-ginger-bread, 

To velvet- guards, and Swnday-citizens. 

Come fing. 

Lady. I will not ſing. 

Hot. Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be Robin- 
Red-Breaſt teacher: if the indentures be drawn, Vil away 
within theſe two hours: and ſo come in, when ye 
will. [ Exit. 

Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as flow, 
As hor Lord Percy is on fire to go. 

By this, our book is drawn: we will but ſeal, 
And then to horſe immediately. 
Mort. With all my heart. [Exennt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE Iv. 
WINDSOR. 


Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lords and others. 


K. Henry. ORDS, give us leave; the Prince of 
Wales, and I 
Maſt have ſome private conference: but be near, 
For we ſhall preſently have need of you. : 
Exeunt Lordi. 
I know not whether God will have it ſo, 
For ſome diſpleaſing ſervice I have done; 
That in his ſecret doom, out of my blood 
He breeds revengement and a ſcourge for me: 
But thou doſt in thy paſſages of life 
Make me believe, that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heav'n, 
To puniſh my miſ-treadings. Tell me elſe, 
Could ſuch inordinate and al delires, 
Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean attempts, 
Such barren pleaſures, rude ſociety, 
As thou art match'd withal and grafted: to, 
Accompany the greatneſs of thy blood, 
And hold their level with thy princely heart? 
FE, _— So pleaſe your Majeſty, I wiſh I could: 
Quit all offences with as clear excuſe, 
As well, as I am doubtleſs, I can purge 
My felf of many I am charg'd. withal, 
Yer ſuch ex enuation let me beg, 
As in reproof of many tales devis'd, 
Whictrof the ear of greatneſs needs muſt hear; 
By ſmiling pick-thanks and baſe news-: mongets; 
1 may for tome things true, (wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander'd, and irregular) 
Find pardon, on my true ſubmiſſion. 
K. Henry. Heay'n pardon thee: yet let me wonder, 
Harry, 


. 
1 
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At thy affections which do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceſtors. 
Thy place ia council thou haſt rudely loſt, 
Which by thy younger brother is ſupply'd; 
And art almoſt an alien to the hearts 

Of all the court and Princes of my blood. 
The hope and expectatien of thy time 

Is ruin'd, and the ſoul of every man 
Prophetically does fore-think thy fall. 

Had I ſolaviſh of my preſence been, 

* So common-hackney'd in the eyes of men, 
* So tale and cheap to vulgar company; 

© Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 
Had ſtil] kept loyal to poſſeſſion, 

And left me in reputeleſs baniſhment, 

© A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 
By being ſeldom ſeen, I could nor tir 
gut like. a comet I was wondred-at ! 
That men would tell their children, this is he. 


| © Others would ſay, where? which is Bolingbroke ? 


And then I ſtole all courtefie from heav'n, 
And dreft my ſelf in ſuch humility, | 
That 1 did pluck allegiance from men's hearts, 


Loud ſhovts and ſalutations from their mouths, 


* Evenin the preſence of the crowned King. 
Thus I did keep my perſon freſh and new, 
* Mypreſence|:ke a robe pontifical, 
© Ne'er ſeen, but wonder'd at, and ſo my ſtate, ' 
* Seldum but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a feaſt, 
And won, by rareneſs, ſuch ſolemnity. 
* Theskipping King, he ambled up and down 
* With ſhallow jeſters and rafh bavin wits, 
© Soon kindled, and ſoon burnt; carded his ſtare, 
* Minglcd his royalty with carping fools, 
l lad his great name profaned with their ſcorns, 
And gave his countenance, againſt his name, 
To laugh at gybing boys, and ſtand the puſh 
Ot every beardleſs vain comparative: 
* Grew a companion to the common ſtreets, 
© Eutcoff'd himſcit to popularity: wy 
| at 
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That being daily twallow'd by men's eyes, 
They ſurfeited With honey, and began 
o loath the taſte of ſweetneſs, whereof little 
More than alittle, is by much too much. 
cso when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 
© He was but as the Cuckow is in June, 
Heard, not regarded; ſeen, but with ſuch eyes, 
As fick and blunted with community, | 
* Aﬀord no extraordinary gaze; 
duch as is bent on ſun-like Majeſty, 
* When it ſhines {ſeldom in admiring eyes: 
© But rather drowz'd, and hung their eye-lids down, 
« Slept in his face, and rendred ſuch aſpect 
As cloudy men uſe totheir adverſaries, 
« Being with his preſence glutted, gorg'd and full. 
And in that very line, Harry, Gand'ſt thou; 
For thou haſt loſt thy princely privilege 
With vile participation. Not an cye, 
But is a-weary of thy common fight, 
dave mine, which hath deſir'd to ſee thee more: 
Which now doth, what I would not have it do, 
Make blind it ſelf with fooliſh tenderneſs. 
P. Henry. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious lord, 
Be more my ſelt. 
K. Henry. For all the world, 
As thou art at this hour, was Richard then, 
When l from France ſet foot at Ravenſprug; 
And ev'n as I was then, is Percy now. | 
Now by my ſcepter, and my FA to boot, 
Hie hath more worthy latereſt to the ſtate, 
+ Than thou, the ſhadow of ſueceſſion 
For of no right, nor colour like to right, 
- Hedoth fill fields with harneG in the realm, 
Turns head againſt the Lions armed jaws ; 
And being .no more in debt to years than thou, 
Leads ancient lords and rev'rend biſhops on, 
To bloody battles, and to bruiſing arms. 
What never-dying honour hath be got 
' Againſt renowned Dowglas, whoſe high deeds, 
"Whole hot incurſions, and great name in arms, 


- Holds 
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Holds from all ſoldiers chief majority, 
And military title capital, 
Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chriſt, 
Thrice hath this Hot-fpur Mars in ſwathing cloaths, 
This infant warrior, in his enterpriſes, 
Diſcomtited great Dowglas, ta'en him once, 
Enlarg'd him, and made a friend of him, 
To fill the mouth of deep defiance up. 
And ſhake the peace and ſafety of our throne, 
And what ſay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
Th' Arch-biſhop's grace of York, Dowglas and Mortimer, 
Capitulate againſt us, arid are up. 
Bur wherefore do I tel] this news to thee ? 
Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 
Which art my near'ſt and deareſt enemy? 
Thou that art like enough, through vaſſal fear, 
| Baſe inclination, and the ſtart of * 
To fight againſt me under Percy's pay, 
To dog his heels, and curt'fie at his frowns, 
To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 
P. Henry. Do not think ſo, you ſhall not find it ſo: 
And heav'n forgive them, that ſo much have ſway'd 
Your Majeſty's thoughts away from me, 
I will redeem all this on Percy's head, 
And in the clofing of ſome glorious day, 
Be bold to tell you, that I am your ſon: 
When I will wear a garment of all blood, 
And ſtain my favours in a bloody mask, 
Which waſht away, ſhall ſcowre my ſhame with it. 
And that ſhall be the day, wheneer it lights, 
That this ſame child of honour and renown, 
This gallant Hot-ſpur, this all-praiſed Knight 1 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meer, 
For every honour fitting on his helm, 
Would they were mulritudes, and on my head 
My ſhames redoubled! for the time will come, 
That I ſhall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my ind ignities. 
| Fercyis but wy factor, good wy lord, 
„ b 
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T'engroſs up glorious deeds on my behalt: 
And 1 will call him to ſo ſtrict account, 
That he ſha!l render every glory up, 
Yea, even the ſlighteſt worſhip ot his time, 
Or I will tear the ieck'ning from his heart. 
This, in the name of heav'n, 1 promiſe here: 
The which, if | perform, and do ſurvive, 
I do beſeech your Majeſty, may falre 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperature 
If not, th: eoll of life cancels all bonds, 
And I will die a hundred thouſand deaths, 
Ere break the ſmalleſt parcel of this vow. 

K. Henry. A hundred thou ſand rebels die in this! 
Thou ſhalt have charge, and ſovereign truſt herein. 


— 


Enter Blunt. 


How now, good Blunt ? thy looks are full of ſpeed. 
Blunt. So is the bufinefs that I come te ſpeK of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 
That Dowglas and the Engliſh rebels met 
Th' eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury: 
A mighty and a fearful head they are, 
If promiſes be kept on every hand, 
As ever offer'd foul play in a ſtate, 
K. Henry. The Earl of Weſtmorland ſet forth to-day : 
With him my ſon, lord John of Lancaſter, 
For this advertiſement is five days old. 
On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhalt ſet forward : 
On Thurſday, we our ſelves will march: our meeting 
Is at Bridgnorth; and Harry, you ſhall march 
Through Glo. ſerſbire: || by which, ſome twelve days 
hen 


ce. 
Our general forces at Bridgnorth ſhall meet. _ 


— 


which account 


2 buſmeſs valued, ſome twelvt days hence 
Our gen ral. ſorcts a 
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Our hands are full of buſineſs : let's away, 
+ Advantage feeds them fat, while we delay. ¶ Eæeunt. 
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e Y. 
Tavern in Eaſt- cheap. 
Enter Falſtaff. and Bardolph. 


Fal. U 4rdolph, am 1 not falln away vilely, fince this 
laſt action? Do I not bare? do notdwindle? 


' why, iny skin hangs about me like an old lady's looſe 


gown : I am wither'd like an old apple Fohn. Well Pl! 
repent, and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking : 
I ſhall be out of heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall have no 
ſtrength to repent. An I have not forgotten what the 
inſide of a church is made of, I am a pepper-corn, a 
brewer's horſe; the inſide of a church! company, vil - 
lainous com pany hath been the ſpoil of me. 

Bard. Sir Fohs, you are ſo fretful, you cannot live 
long. | | 
Fal. Why there is it; come ling me a bawdy ſong, 


to make me merry: I was as virtuoully given, as a 
- gentleman need to be; virtuous enough; ſwore little; 
- diced not above ſeven times a week; went to a bawdy- 


houſe not above once in a quarter of an hour; paid mo- 
ny that I bortow'd, three or four times; liv'd well, and 


in good compaſs; and now l live out of all order, out of 


all compaſs. 
Bard. Why, you are ſo fat, Sir Fohn, that you muſt 


needs be out of all compaſs, out of all reaſonable com- 


pals, Sir John. 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and Pl amend my life. 
Thou art our Admiral, thou beareſt the lanthorn in the 
poop, but tis in the noſe of thee; thou art the knight of 


the burning lamp. Bard. 
Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay, Firſt edi- 
Dion. 8 


Bard. 
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Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm. 
Fal. No, I'll be iworn; I make as good uſe of it, as 


many a man doth of a death's head, or a memento mori. 
I never ſee thy face, but I rhiok upon hell-fire, and Dives 


that liv'd in purple; for there he is in his robes burning. 
If thou wert any way given to virtue, I would ſwear by 
thy face; my Oath ſhould be, by this fire: but thou 
art altogether given over; and wert indeed, but for the 


light in thy face, the ſon of utter darkneſs. When thou 


rann'ſt up Gad's-Hill in the night to catch my horſe, if I 


did not think thou hadſt been an ignis fatuns, or a ball 
of wild-fire, there's no purchaſe in mony. O thou art 


a perpetual triumph, an everlaſting bonfire light; thou 
haſt ſav'd me a thouſand marks in links and torches, 
walking with theeinthe night, betwixc tavern and ta- 


vern; but the ſack that thou haſt drank me, would have 


bought melights as good cheap, at the deareft chandler's 
in Europe. I have maintain'd that Salamander of yours 
with fire, anytime this twoand thirty years, heaven re- 
ward me for it. | 
Bard. 'Sblood, I would my face were in your belly. 
Fal. God-a-mercy ! ſo ſhould I be ſure to be hear:- 


burn'd. 
Enter Hoſes. 


How now, dame Partlet the hen, have you enquit'd 
yet who pick'd my pocket? 


do you think I keep thieves in my houſe? I have ſeareb'd, 
J have enquir'd, ſo has my husband, man by man, boy 
by boy, ſervant by ſervant: the tythe of a hair was never 


Hoſt. Why, Sir Fohn, what do you think, Sir Fohn? 


loſt in my houſe before. 


F |. Yelye, hoſteſs; Bardotph was ſrav'd and loſt ma- 


ny a hair; and I'll be (worn my pocket was pick d; go 


to, you are a woman go. 
Hoſt. Who I? 1 defic thee; I was never call'd ſo in 


mine own hou!te before. 


Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. ; 
"Hoſt. No, Sir Fokn: you do not know me, * 
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I know you, Sir ohn; you owe me money, Sir John, 
and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it. I bought 
you a dozen of ſhirts ro your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas: I have given them a- 
— to baker's wives, and they have made boulters of 
them. 

Hoſt. Now as I am a true woman, Holland of eight 
ſhillings'an ell: you owe money here beſides, Sir John, 
for yourdiet, and by-drinkings, and money lent you, four 
and twenty pounds. 

Fal. He bad his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoft. He? alas? he is poor, he hath nothing. 

Fal. How! poor : look upon his face ; what call you 
rich? let him coin his noſe, let him coin his cheeks: III 
not pay a denier. What, will you make a yonker of 
me? ſhall 1 not take mine eaſe in mine inn, but I ſhall 
have my pocket pick'd? I have loſt a ſeal- ring of my 
grandfather's worth forty mark. 

Hoff. on I have heard the Prince tell bim, I know 
not how oft, that the ring was copper. | 

Fai. How ? the Prince is a ack, a ſneak - cup; and 
if he were here, | would cudgel him like a dog, if he 
would ſay fo. : 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Prince Henry marching, and Falſtaff meets bim, 
| playing on his Truncheon like a Fife. 


Fal. How now, lad? is the wind in that door? muſt 
we all march? 

Bard. Vea, two and two, Newgate faſhion. 

Hoſt. My lord, I pray you hear me. 

P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou, Miſtreſs Quictiy ? how 
does thy husband? I love him well, he is an benck 
man, 

Hoſt. Good, my Lord, hear me. 

Fal. Pr'ythee let her alone, and liſt to me. 

P. Henry. What ſay ſt thou, Jack: 


Fal. 
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Fal. The other night I fell aſleep here behind the arras, 
and had my pocket pickt: this houſe is turn'd bawdy» 
houſe, they pick pockets. 

P. Henry. What didſt thou loſe, Fack? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or four bonds 
of forty pounds a- piece, and a ſeal- ring of my grand- 
father's. 

P. Henry. A trifle, ſome eight- penny matter. | 

Hoff. So I told him, my lord; and I ſaid, I heard 
your grace ſay ſo: and my lord, he ſpeaks moſt vilely of 


you, like a foul-mouth'd man as he is, and ſaid be would 


cudgel you. 

P. Henry, What! he did not? 

Hoſt. There's neither faith, truth, nor woman- hood 
in me elle, | 

Fal. There's no more faith in the? than in a ſtew'd 
pruen; no more truth in thee than in a drawn Fox; and 
tor woman-hood, Maid Marian may be the deputy's wife 
of the ward tothee. Go you thing, go. 

Hoſt. Say, what thing? what thing? 

Fal. What thing? why a thing to thank God on. 

Hoſt. I am — to thank God on, I would thou 
ſhould'ſt know it: I am an honeſt man's wife; and ſet- 
wing thy knighthood aſide, thou art a knave to call me 


Fal. Setting thy woman-hood afide, thou art a beaſt 
to ſay otherwiſe. 

Hoſt. Say, what bealt, thou knave thou? 

Fal. What beaſt? why an Otter. 

P. Henry. An Otter, Sir Fohn, why an Otter ? 

Fal. Why? ſhe's neither fiſh nor fleſh; a man knows 
not where to have her. 

Hoſt. Thou art an unjuſt man. in ſaying ſo: thou or 
any man knows where to have me; thou knave thou. 

P. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt true, hoſteſs, and he flanders 
thee moſt groſly. 

Hoſt. So he doth you, my lord, and faid this other 
* you ow'd him a thouſand pound. 


Henry. Sirrab, do I owe you a thouſand pound * 
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Fal. A thouſand pound, Hal? a million; tliy love is 
worth a million: thou ow'ſt me thy love. 

Hoſt. Nay, my lord, he call'd you Jack, and ſaid he 
would cudgel you. | 

Fal. Did I, Bardolph? 

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you ſaid fo. 

Fal. Yea, if he ſaid my ring was copper. 

P. Henry, I ſay tis copper. Dar'ſt thou be as good as 
thy word now? _. _ 
Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'ſt, as thou art but a man 
I dare; but as thou art a Prince, I fear thee, as I fear 
the roaring of the Lion's whelp. 

P. Henry. And why not as the Lion? 

Fal. The King himſelf is to be fear'd as the Lion; 
doſt thou think I'll fear thee, as I fear thy father? nay, 
if I do, let my girdle break. 

P. Henry. O, if it ſhould, how would thy guts fall 
about thy knees! But firrah, there's no room for faith, 
truth, nor honeſty, in this boſom of thine ; it is all fill d 
up with guts and midriff. Charge an honeſt woman 
with picking thy pocket! why thou whoreſon, impu- 
dent, imboſt raſcal, if there were any _ thy E et 
but tavern reckonings, Memorandum, of bawdy-houſes, 

and one: poor penny · worth of ſugar· candy to make thee 
long-winded; if thy pocket were enrich'd with any o- 


ther injuries but theſe, I am a villain; and yet you will 


ſtand to it, you will net pocket up wrongs. Art thou 
not aſham'd? 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? thou know'ſt in the ſtate of 
_ Innocency, Adam fell: And what ſhould poor Fack Fal- 
ſtaff do, in the days of villany? thou ſeeſt, I have more 
fleih than another man, and therefore more frailty. You 
confeſs then you pickt my pocket? 

P. Henry. It appears ſo by the ſtory. 

Fal. Hoſteſs, I forgive thee: go make ready breakfaſt; 
love thy husband, look to thy ſervants, and cheriſh thy 

eſts: thou ſhalt find me tractable to any honeſt rea- 

on: thou ſeeſt, 1 am pacify'd itill. Nay, I pr'ythee be 

gone, [Exit Hoſteſs. 


- 
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Now, Hal, to the news at court for the robbery, lad; 
how is that anſwered? 

P. Henry. O my ſweet beef, I muſt till be good angel 
to thee, The money is paid back again- 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back; tis a double 
labour. 

P. Henry, I am good friends with my father, and may 
do any thing. 

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the firſt thing thou do'ſt, 
and do it with unwaſh'd hands too. | 

Bard. Do, my lord. | 

P. Henry. I have procur'd thee, Jack, a charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it had been of horſe. Where ſha!l I find 
one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine thief, of two and 
twenty, or thereabout; I am heinouſly unprovided. Well, 
God be thanked for theſe rebels, they offend none but 
the virtuous, I laud them, I praiſe them. 85 

P. Henry. Bardolph? 33 

Bard. My lord. 8 | 

P. Henry. Go bean this Letter to lord Fohn of Lancaſter, 
to my brother John. This to my lord of Weſtmorland, 
go Peto, to horſe; for thou and I have thirty miles to 
ride yet ere dinner-time. Fack, meet me to-morrow 
in the Temple-Hall at two of clock in the afternoon, there 
ſhalt thou know thy charge, and there receive money 
and order for their furniture. As 

The land is burning, Percy ſtands on high, 

And either they, or we, muſt lower lie. | 

Fal. Rare words! brave world! hoſteſs my breakfaſt, 

come: | 
Oh, I could wiſh this tavern were my drm! Exeunt 
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At SHREWSBURY. 


Enter Hot-fpur, Worceſter, and Dowglas. 
Hor- sus. 


E LL faid, my noble Scot; if ſpeak ing truth 
la this fine age, were not thought flattery, 
Such attribution ſhould the Dowglas have, 
4s not a Soldier of this ſeaſon's ſtamp 
Should go ſo gen'ral current through the 
World. 
By heav'n, I cannot flatter: I defy 
The Tongues of foothers. But a braver place 
In my heart's love hath no man than your ſelf, 
Nay, task me to my word; approve me, lord, 
Dow. Thou art the King of honour: | 
No man fo potent breathes upon the ground, 
But I will beard him. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Hot. Do, and *tis well—W hat letters haſt thou there— 
I can but thank you. | 
Meſſ. Theſe come from your father. 
Hot. Letrers from him? why comes he not himſelf? 
Meſſ, He cannot come, my lord, he's grievous ſick, 
Hor. Heavn's! how has he the leiſure to be ſick 
In ſuch a juſtling time? Who leads his power: ; 
Under 
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Under whoſe government come they along? 

Meſſ. His letters bear his mind, not I his mind. 

Wor. I pr'ythee tell me, doth he keep his bed? 

Meſſ. He did, my lord, four days ere let forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much fear'd by his phylicizn. 

Mor. I would the ſtate of time had firſt been whole, 
Ere he by ſickneſs had been viſited; 
His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. wr now? droop now? this ſickneſs doth in- 

e 
The very life-blood of our enterprize; 
Tis catching hither, even to our camp. 
He writes me here, that inward ſickneſs 
And that his friends by deputation 
Could not ſo ſoon be drawn: nor thought he meet 
To lay ſo dangerous and dear a truſt 
On any ſoul remov'd, but on his own: 
Yet doth he give us bold advertiſ:menr, 
That with our ſmall conjunction we ſhould on, 
To ſee how fortune is diſpoſed to us: 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſſeſt 
Of all our purpoſes, what {ay you to it? 

Wor. Your Echer's fickneſs is a maim to us. 

Hoe, A perilous gaſh, a very limb lopt off: 
And yet, in faith, tis not; his preſent want 
Seems more than we ſhall find it. Were it good, 
To ſer the exact wealth of all our ſtates 
All at one caſt? to ſet ſo rich a ® main 
Oa the nice hazard of one doubtful hour, 

It were not good; for therein ſhould we read 
The very bottom, and the ſoul of hope, 
The very liſt, the very utmoſt bound 
Of all our fortunes. 
Dow. Faith, and ſo we ſhould; 
Where now remaius a {weet reverſion. 
We now may boldly ſpend upon the hope 
Of what is to come ia: 
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A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 
If that the devil and miſchance look big 
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. 

Wor. But yer I would your father had been here: 
The quality and + hair of our attempr | 
Brooks no diviſion, it will be thought 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
T hat wiſdom, loyalty, and meer diſlike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earl from hence. 
And think, how ſuch an apprehenſion 
May turn the tide of fearful faction, 
And breed a kind of queſtion in our cauſe: 
For well you know we of th' * offending fide, 
Muſt keep aloof from ſtrict arbitrement, 
And ſtop all ſight-holes, every loop, from whence 
The eye of reaſon may pry in upon us: 
This abſence of your Father draws a curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt upon. 

Hot. You ſtrain too far. 
I rather of his abſence make this uſe : 
It lends a luſtre, and more great opinion, 
A larger þ glare to your great enterpriſe, 
Than if the Earl were here: for men muſt think, 
If we without his help can make a head, 
To puſh againſt the Kingdom; with his he'p, 
We ſhall o'erturn it topfie-turvy down. 
Yer all goes well, yer all our joints are whole. 

Dow. As heart can think; there is not ſuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this || term of fear, 


EE I 
Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 


Hot. My couſin Vernon, welcome by my ſoul. 


Ver. Pray God my news be worth a welcome, lord. 


The Ear! of Weſtmorland, ſev'n thouſand ſtrong, 
heir. * offering, + dare, | dream. 


— 


— > - wal aRDOa0 
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Is marching hither, with Prince John of Lancaſter. 
Hot. No harm; what more? 
Ver. Aud further I have learn'd, 
The King him ſelf in perſon hath fer forth, 
Or hitherwards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mighty preparation. 
Hot. He ſhall be welcome too : Where is his ſon? 
The nimble-footed mad-cap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that daft the world aſide 
And bid it paſs? 
Ver. All turniſh'd, all in arms, 
All plum'd like Eſtridges, that with the wind 
| Baited like Eagles, having lately bath'd ; 
Glittering in golgen coats like images, 
As full of fpirit as the month of May, 
And gorgeous as the ſun at Midſummer, 
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 
I faw young Harry with his beaver on, 
His cuiſſes on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, | 
Riſe trom the ground like feather'd Mercury; | 
And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his icar, | 
As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegaſus, 
And“ witch the world with noble horſcmanſhip. * | 
Hot. No more, no more; Worſe than the {un in March, i] 
This praiſe doth nouriſh agues; let them come, | 
They come like ſacrifices in their trim, 
And to the fire-ey'd maid of ſinoaky war, | 
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them. 
The mailed Mars ſhall on his altar fir 
Vp to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 
To hear this rich repriſal is ſo nigh, 
And yet not ours. Come, let me take my horſe, 
Who is to bear me like a thunder-bolr, .,.- . 
Againſt the boſom of the Prince of Wales. 
Harry to Harry ſhall, and horſe to horſe 


Meet, 


|| Baited,-i.e. flutter d the wings. 
I cuiſles, an armour for the thighs. 
* witch, tor bewitch,: charm. 
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Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a coatf:. 8 
Ob, that Glendower were come, . 
Ver. There 1s more news: 5 
I learnt in Worceſter, as | rode along, ; 
He cannot draw his Pow'r this fourteen days. : 
Dow. That's the worlt ridings that I hear of, yet. . 
Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a froſty ſound. , 
Hot. What may the King's whole battle reach unto! . 
Ver. To thirty thouſand. 


Hot. Forty let it be, 
My Father and Glendower being both away, 


7 

C4 

The pow'r of us may ſerve fo great a day. C | 
Come, let us take a muſter ſpeedily : Fe 
Dooms-day is near; die all, die merrily. 22 
Dow. Talk not of dying, I am apt of fear 14 
Of death, or death's hand, for this one half year. [Exernxr, | , 
a 5 | 88 * ta 

| 4 all - 

SCENE UI. : - 


PQ 


Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Fal. Ar dolph, get thee before to Coventry: fil me 
a bottle of ſack: our ſoldiers fall march 
through: we'll to Sutton- cop- hill to- night. 

Bard. Will you give me money, captain? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

Fal. And if it do, take it for thy labour; and if i: 
make twenty, take them all, I'll anſwer the cop nage. 
Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at the town's end. 

Bard. I will, captain: fare wel. (Exit. 

Fal. If I be not aſham'd of my ſoldiers, 1 am 
ſowc'd gurnet: I have miſ-us'd the King's preſs damm. p 
bly. I have got, in exchange of an hundred and 1. 
« fif:y ſoldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. I pieſ vi 4 
me none but good houſholders, yeomens {ons: es- 

« quire me out contracted batchelors, ſuch as have hen 


* ask'd twice on the banes: ſuch a commodity of ward 
| « ſlavcs 


f, 


ne 
ch 


King HENRY IV. © 73 


« (laves, as had as lieve hear the devil, as a drum; ſuch 
as fear the report of a culverin, worſe than a truck» 
fowl, or a hurt wild-duck, I pres me none but ſuch 
toaſts and butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger 
than pigs heads, and they have bought out their {er vi- 
ces: and now my whole charge conſiſts of ancients, 
corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of companies, {laves 
as ragged as Lazarus in the painted cloth, where the 
glutton's dogs licked- his ſores ; and ſuch as indeed 
were never ſoldiers, but diſcarded unjuſt ſervingmen, 
younger ſons to younger brothers: revolted- tapers, 
and oſtlers trade-fall'n, the cankers of a calm world 
and long peace: ten times more diſhonourably ragged, 
than an old fac'd: ancient ; and ſuch have I to fill up 
the rooms of them that have bought out their ſer- 
vices; that you would think I had a hundred and fifty 
tarrer'd prodigals, lately come from ſwine-keeping, from 
eating draff and husks. A mad fellow met me on the 
way, and told me, I had unloaded all the gibbits, and 
preſt the dead bodies. No eye hath ſeen ſuch skare- 
crows: I'll not march through Coventry with them, 
that's flat. Nay, and the villians march wide-betwixt 
the legs, as if they had f gyves on: for indeed, I had 
the moſt of them out of priſon, There's but a ſhirt | 
and a halt in all my company; and the half ſhirt is 
two napkins tac d together, aud thrown over the 
ſhoulders like a hera'd's coat without ſlecves; and the 
ſhirt, to fag che truth, ſtoll'n from my hoſt of Sr. 
* Albans ; or the re&nes'd Inn-kreper of Daintry. 
* But that's all one, they'l! find linnen enough on*every 
£ hedge. 


. / = Gs ww. 5 


* 


Enter Prince Henry, and Weſtmorland. 


P. Henry, How novo, blau Fack? How now, quilt ? 
Fal. What, Hal? How nö, mad wag, what a de- 
vil do'ſt thou in H{arwickſtire ? My good io:d of Weſt» 
D morland, 


+ ſhackles. 
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morland, I cry you mercy, I thought your honour had 
already been at Shrewsbury. 

Meſt. Faith, Sir John, tis more than time that I were 
there, and you too; but my powers are there already. 
The King, I can tell you, looks for us all; we muſt away 
all to- night. | | 

Fal. Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to 
ſteal Cream. 

P. Henry. I think to ſteal cream indeed, for thy theft 
hath already made thee butter; but tell me, Jack, whoſe 
fellows are theſe that come after?C!ͤũ 
Fial. Mine, Hal, mine. | 

P. Henry. I did never ſee ſuch pitiful raſcals. 

Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs : food for powder, 
food for powder; they 'I fill a pit, as well as better; tufh 
man, mortal men, mortal men. 

Meſt. Ay, but, Sir John, methinks they are exceeding 
poor and bare, too beggarly. | 

Fal, Faith, for their poverty, I know not where they 
had that; and for their bareneſs, I am ſure they never 
tearn'd that of me. | AY 

P. Henry. No, I'll be fworn, unleſs you call three fin- 


gers on the ribs, bare. But, Sirrah, make hafte. Percy | 


1s already in the field. | 
Fal. What is the King eacamp'd ? 
Net. He is, Sir John: I fear we ſhall tay too long. 
Fal. Well, : 
The latter end of a fray, and beginning of a feaſt, 
Firs a dull fighter, and a keen gueſt. 
a | [ Exennt. 


SCENE 


ö 
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SCENE IV. 
At SHREWSBURY. 


Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſter, Dowglas, and Vernon. 


Hot. E'll fight with him to-night. 
: or. It may not be. 


Dow. You give him then advantage. 
Ver. Not a whit. 
Hot. Why ſay you ſo? looks he not for ſupply? 
Ver. So do we. | 
Hor. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 
Wor. Good couſin be advis'd, {tir not to-night. 
Ver. Do nor, my. lord. 
Dow. You do not counſel well; 

You ſpeak it out of fear, and from cold hearr. 

Ver. Do me no ſlander, Dowglas : by my life, 

| And I dare well maintain it with my life, 

| If well-reſpe&ed honour bid me on, 

I hold as little counſel with weak fear, 
As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives. 
Let it be ſeen to-morrow in the battel, 
Which of us fears. 

Dow. Yea, or to-night. 

Ver. Content. — 

. Hot. To-night, ſay I. 

, Ver. Come, come, it may not be: I wonder much, 
Being men of ſuch great leading as you are, | 
That you foreſee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition ; certain horſe 
Of my coutin FVernon's are not yet come up, 
Your uncle Worce/er's horſe came bur to-day, 
And now their pride and mettle is aſleep, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

E That not a horſe is half, half of himſelf. 

Hot. So are the horſes of the enemy 
In gen'ral, journey-bated, and brought low: 
D 2 


The 
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The better part of ours are full of reſt, 
Mor. The number of the King's exceedeth ours: 
For God's fake, couſin, ſtay till all come in. 
a ' [The Trumpet ſounds a parley. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 


Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, 
If you vouchfaſe me hearing, and reſpect. | 

Hot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: and would to God 
You were of our determination; | 
Some of us love you wel! ; and ev'a thoſe ſome 
Envy your great deſervings, and good name, 

Becauſe you are not of our quality ; 
But ſtand againſt us like an Enemy. 

Blunt. And heav'n defend, but ſtil! I ſhould ſtand ſo, 
So long as out of limit and true rule | 
You ſtand againſt. anointed Majeſty. | 
But to my charge. The King hath ſent to know 
The nature of your griets, and. whereupon 
You conjure from the breaſt of civil peace 
Such bold hoſlility, teaching his dutious land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the King 
Have any way your good deſerts forgot, 

Which he eonſeſſeth ro be manifold, 
He bids you name your griefs, and with all ſpecd 
You ſhall have your dtfires, with intereſt: 
And pardon abſolute for yourſelf, and theſe, 
| Herein miſ led by your ſuggeſtion. 

Hot. The King is kind: and well we know, the 

King 

Knows at what time to promiſe, when to pay. 
My father and. my uncle, and myſelf, 
Dd give him that lame royalty he wears: 
And-when he was not fix and tweaty ſtrong, 
Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low, 


A poor uumiuded out- law, ſneaking home, 


. 


* 


— 
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My father gave him welcome to the ſhore : 
And when we heard him fwear, and vow to God, 
He came to be bat Duke of Lancafter, | 
To ſue his livery and beg his peace, 
With tears of innocence and terms of zeal; 
My facher, in kind heart and pity mov'd, 
Swore him aſſiſtance and p-rform'd it too. 
Now, wien the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him, 
They more and leſs came in with cap and knee, 
Mer him in boroughs, cities, villages, 
Altended him on bridges, ſtood in lanes, 
Laid gifts before him, proffer'd him their oaths, 
Gave him their heirs, as pages“ following him 
Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 
He preſently, as greatneſs knows itſelf, 
Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 
Upon the naked ſhore at Ra venſburg: 
And now, forſooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts, and ſome ſtrait decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the common wealth; 
Cries out upon abuſes, ſeems to weep | 
Over his country's wrongs ; and by this face, 
This ſceming brow of juſtice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for : - 
Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 
Or all the fav'rites that the abſent King 
In deputation left behind him here, 
When he was perſonal in the Iriſh war. 

Blunt. 1 eame not to hear this. 

Hot. Then to the point. 
In ſhort time after, he depos'd the King, 
Soon after thar, depriv'd him of his life : 
And in the neck of that, task'd the whole fare. 
To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his kinſman March, 
(Who is, if every owner were right plac'd, 
Indeed his King) to be engag'd in Wales, 
Therc without ranſom, to lie forefeited : 


D 3 Diſgrac d 
follow d. . a 
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Diſgrac'd me in my happy victories, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 
Rated my uncle from the council-board, 
In rage diſmils'd my father from the court, 
Broke oath on oath, commirted wrong on wrong, 
And in concluſion drove us to ſeek out 
This head of ſafety; and withall ro pry 
Into his title too, the which we find 
Too indirect, for long continuance. 
Blunt. Shall I return this anſwer to the King ? 
Hot. Not ſo, Sir Walter; we'll withdraw a While: 
Go to the King, and let there be impawa'd 
Some ſurety for a ſafe return again; 
And in the morning early ſhall my uncle 
Bring him our purpoſes: and fo farewel. 
Blunt. I would you would accept of grace and love. 
Hot. It may be ſo we ſhall. 
Blunt. Pray heav'n you do. [ Exennt: 


— 


1 


e 
Enter the Archbiſhop of York, and Sir Michel. 


York. H I E, good Sir Michell, bear this ſealed brief 
With winged haſte to the Lord Marefhal, 
This to my couſin Scroop, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed: if you knew 
How much they do import, you wou'd make haſte, 
Sir Mich. My lord, I gueſs their tenour. 
York. Like enough. 
To-morrow, good Sir Michell, is a day 
Wherein the fortune of ren thouſand men 
Muſt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to underſtand, | 
The King, with mighty and quick-raiſed power, 
Meets with lord Harry; and I fear, Sir Michell, 
What with the ſickneſs of Northumberland, 
Whoſe pow'r was in the firſt proportion; 


And what with Owen Glendower's abſence thence, y 
a ON at 


> 


King HENRY IV. 79 


Who with them was + a f rated finew too, 
And comes not in, o'er-rul'd-by prophecies ; 
T fear the pow'r of Percy is too weak 
To wage an inſtant tryal with the King. 
Sir Mich. Why, my good lord, there's Dowglas, 
And lord Mortimer. 
York. No, Mortimer is not tliere. 
Sir Mich. But thire is Mordake, Vernon, Harry Percy, 
And there's my lord of Worceſter, and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen, 
York, And ſo there is: but yet the King hath drawa- 
The ſpecial head of all the land- together: 
The prince of - Wales, lord John of Lancaſter ; 
The noble Weſtmorland, and warlike Blunt, 
And many more corrivals, and dear men 
Of eſtimation and command inarms. 
Sir Mich. Doubt net, my. lord, they ſhall be well 
oppos'd: 
York. I. hope no leſs: yet needful tis to fear. 
And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michell, ſpeed ; 
For if lord Percy thrive not, cer the King 
Diimiſs bis power, he means to viſit us; 
For he hath heard of our confederacy, | 
And 'tis but wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him 
Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again 
To other friends; and ſo farewel, Sir Michell. 
| [ Exennt, 


f rated firmly. 
＋ a rated finew, /o the finſt edition, i. e. accounted 2 
ſtrong aid. 
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ACT v. SCENE 1. 
SHREWSBURY. 
"Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lan- 


caſter, Earl , Weſtmorland, Sir Walter Blunt, and 
Palitatt. * 


K. HEN RT. 


OW bloadily che ſun begins to. peer 
Above yon busky hill: the day looks pale 
At his diſtempærature. | 

P. Henry, The ſauthern wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpoſes, 


Foretels a tempeſt, and a bluſt'ring day. 
K Henry. Then with the loders let it ſympathize, 
For nothing than ſecia foul to thoſe that win. 

| [The Trumpet ſoun da 


Enter Worceſter, 
K. Henry. How, now, my lord of Hor ſter? tis not 


well, 


4 


That you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch terms W 


As now we meer. You have dece:v'd our truſts, 
And made us doff our calie robes of peace, 

To cruſh our old limbs in ungentle ſtee] : 

This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you to't? will yon again unkait 

This churliſh knot of all-abhorred war, 

And move in that obedient orb again, 

Where you did give a fair and natural light; 
And be no more an exhal'd meteor, 


And by his ho lou whiſtiog in the leaves, 


* 


* 
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A prodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of broached miſchief, to the unbora times ? 
Wor. Hear me, my Liege: 
For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours: for I do proteſt, 
I have not ſought the day of this diſlike. | 
K. Henry. You have not ſought it, Sir? how comes 
ir then? 
Fal Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
P. Henry.. Peace, * Chevet, peace. 
Mor. It pleas'd your Majeſty, to turn your looks 
Of favour, from myſelf and all our houſe ; 
And yet I muſt remember you, my lord, 
We were the firſt and deareſt of your friends: 
For you, my ſtaff of office did I break 
In Kichard's time, and poſted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiſs your hand, 
When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and fortunate, as I: 
It was myſelf, my brother, and his fon, | 
That brought you home, and boldly did out-dare 
Tae dangers of the time. You {wore to us, 
And you did ſwear that oath at Doncaſter, - - 
That you did nothing purpoſe gainſt the ſtate, 
Nor claim no further than your new fall'n right, 
The ſeat of Gaunt, Dukedom of Lancaſter. 
To this, we {ware our aid: but in ſhort ſpace 
It rain'd down fortune ſhow'ring on your head. 
And fuch a flood of greatneſs fell on you, | 
What with our help, what with rhe abſent Kiog, 
What with the injuries of a wanton time, 
The ſeeming ſuff rances that you had borne | 
And the contrarious winds that held the King 
So long in the unlucky Iriſh wars, | 
Thar all in England did repute him dead: 
And from this ſwarm of fair advantages 
You cook occaſion to be quickly wan'd, 
To gripe the gen'ral ſway into your hand; 
D 
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Forgot your oath to us at Doncaſter ; 
And | being fed by us, you us d us ſo, 
As that ungentle gull, the Cuckow's bird, 

Uſeth the Sparrow; did oppreſs our neſt, 

Grew by our feeding to ſo great a bulk, 

That ev'n our love durſt not come near your fight 
For fear of ſwallowing ; but with nimble wing 

We were inforc'd for ſafety's ſake to fly 

Out of your ſight, and raiſe this preſent head: 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch means 

As you yourſelf have torg'd againſt yourſelf, 

By unkind uſage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and troth, 

Sworn to us in your younger enter prize. 

K. Henry. Theſe things indeed you have articulated, 
Proclaim'd at market-croſles, read in churches, 

To face the garment of rebellion | 
With ſome fine colour, that may pleaſe the cye 
Of fickle changelings aad poor difcontents ; 
Which gape, and rub the elbow at the news 

Of hurly-burly innovation? | 
And never yet did Inſurrection want 

Such water-colours, to impaint his cauſe; 

Nor moody beggars, ſtarving. for a time 

Of pell-mell havock and confuſion. 

P. Henry. In both our armies, there is many a ſoul 
Shall pay full dearly for this bold encounter, 
It once they join in tryal. Tell your nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praiſe of Harry Percy: By my hopes, 

(This preſent enterprize ſet off his head) 

1 do not think a braver gentleman, 

More active, valiant, or more valiant young, 
More daring, or moro bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latrer with noble deed. 
For my part, I may ſpeak it to my ſhame, 
I have a truant been to chivalry, | 
And fo, I hear, he doth account me too. 
Yet this before my father's Majeſty, 

Jam content that he ſhall take the odds 
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Of his great name and eſtimation, 

And will, to ſave the blood on either fide, 

Try fortune with him, in a ſingle fight. | 
K. Henry. And, Prince of Wales, ſo dare we venture 

thee, | 

Albeir, conſiderations infinite, 

Do make againſt it: No, good Hor er, no, 

We love our people well; even thoſe we lore 

That are miſ-led upon your cou ſin's part: 

And will, they take the offer of our grace; 

Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 

Shall be my friend again, and I'll be his. 

So tell your couſin, and return me word 

What he will do. But if he will not yield, 

Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 

And they ſhall do their office. So be gone, 

We will not now be troubled with reply; 

We offer fair, take it adviſedly. [Exit Worceſter. 
P. Henry. It will not be accepted, on my life. 

The Dowgias and the Hot. ſpur both together 

Are confident againſt the world in arms. 
K. Henry. Hence therefore, every leader to his charge. 

For on their anſwer will we ſet on them: 

And God befriend us, as our cauſe is juſt, [Fxennt. 


SCENE I. 
Manent Prince Henry and Falſtaff. 


Fal. Hal, if thou ſee me down in the battel, and be- 
ſtride me, ſo; 'tis a point of friendſhip. 

p. Henry. Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that 
frieniſhip : Say thy prayers, and farewel. 

Fal. k would it were bed-time, Hal, and all well. 

P. Henry. Why, thou oweſt heav'n a death. 

Fal. Tis not due yet: I would be loth to pay him 
before his day. What need I be fo forward with him 
that calls not on me? Well, tis no matter, honour 
pricks me on. But how if honour prick me off when [ 


come on? * how then? can honour ſet to a leg? no, 
bd © gr 
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or an arm? no. or take away the grief of a wound? 


no. Honour hath no skill in ſurgery then? no. What 
is honour? a word. what is that word honour? Air; 
a trim 1 who hath it? he that dy'd a Wed- 
neſday, doth he feel it? no. doth he hear it? no. is 
it inſenſible then? yea, to the dead. but will it not live 
with the living? no. why? Detraction will not ſuffer 
it, therefore I'll none of ir. honour is a meer ſcutcheon, 


and ſo ends my catechiſm. Exit. 


** 


SCENE III. 
Enter Weſtmorland, and Sir Richard Vernon, 


Wor. O no, my nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 


The liberal kind offer of the King. 


Ver, *T were beſt he did. 
Wor. Then we are all undone. 


It is not. poſſible, it cannot be, 

The King ſhou'd keep his word in loving us; 
He will ſuſpe& us ſtill, and find a time 

To puniſh this offence in other faults : 

Suſpicion all our lives, ſhall be ſtuck full of eyes; 
For treaſon is but rruſted like the Fox, a 
Who ne'er ſo tame, ſo cheriſh, and lock'd up, 
Will have a wild trick of his anceſtors. 

Look how we can, or ſad or merrily, 
Interpretation will miſquote our looks; 

And we ſhall feed like Oxen at a tall, 

The better cheriſh'd, ſtill the nearer death. 
My nephew's treſpaſs may be well forgot, 

It hath th' excuſe of youth and heat of blood, 
Aud an adopted name of privilege, 

A hare-brain'd Hot. pur, govern'd by a ſpleen: 
All his offences live upon my head. | 
And on his father's. We did train him on, 
And his corruption being ta'en from us, 

We as the ſpring of all, ſhall pay for all. 


There fore, 
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Therefore, good couſin, let net Harry know 
In any caſe the offer of the King. 

Ver. Deliver what you will, III fay tis ſo. 
Here comes your couſin. * | 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Hot-ſpur and Dowglas. 


Hot. My uncle is return'd : 

Deliver up my lord of Weſtmorland. 

Uncle, what news ? 
Wor. The King will bid you battel preſently. 
Dow. Defie him by the lord of Weftmorland. 
Hot. Lord Dowglas, go you then and tell him fo. 
Dow, Marry 1 ſhall, and very willingly. 

[I [Exit Dowglss. 

Wor, There is no ſeeming mercy in the King. 
Hot, Did you beg any? God forbid. 
Wor. I told him gently of our grievances, 

Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus, 

By now forſwearing that he is ſorſworn. 

He calls us rebels, traitors, and will ſcourge 

With haughty arms, this hateful name in us. 


Enter Dowglas. 


Dow. Arms, gentlemen, to arms; for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Hezry's teeth: 
And Weſtmorland that was ingag'd did bear ir, 
Which cannot chuſe bur bring him quickly on. 
Wor. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before the King, 
And, nephew, challeng'd you to fingle fight. 
Hot. O, would the quarrel lay upon our heads, 
And that no man might draw ſhort breath to-day, 
But I and Harry Monmouth. Tell me, tell me, 
How ſhew'd his talking? ſeem'd it in contempt? 
Ver. No, by my ſoul: I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urg'd more modelt:y, 
Unleſs a brother ſhould a brother dare, a 
| 0 
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To gentle exerciſe and proof of arms. 
He gave you all the duties of a man, 
Trim'd up your praiſes with a princely tongue, 
Spoke your deſervings like a chronicle, | 
Making you ever better than his praiſe: 
And which became him like a Prince indeed; 
He made a bluſhing “ cital of himſelf, 
And chid his truant youth with ſuch a grace, 
As if he maſter'd there a double ſpirit, 
Of — and of learning inſtantly. 2 
There did he pauſe; but let me tell the world, 
If he out- live the envy of this day, 
England did never owe ſo ſweet a hope. 
So much miſconſtrued in his wantonneſs. 

Hot. Couſin, I think thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies; never did I hear 
Of any Prince ſo wild a liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once c'er night 
- I will embrace him with a foldier's arm, 
That he hal! ſhrink under my courteſie. | 
Arm, arm with ſpeed. And fellows, ſoldiers, friends, 
Better conſider what you have to do, 
Than I. that have not well the gift of tongue, 
Can lift your blood up with per ſuaſion. 


SCENE V. 
Enter 4 Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. My lord, here are letters for you. 
Hot. I cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of lite is ſhort : 
To ſpend that ſhortneſs baſely were too long, 
Tho? life did ride upon a dial's point, 
Still ending at th* arrival of an hour. 
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings: 
If die; brave death, when Princes die with us. 
Now for our conſciences, the arms are fair, 


When the intent for bearing them is juſt. | 
| | Entar 


®* eital, for taxation. 


King HENRY IV. 27 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. My lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 
Hor. I thank him, that he euts me from my tale, 
For I profeſs not talking: only this, . 

Let each man do his beſt. And here draw I 
A ſword, whoſe temper I intend to ſtain 
With the beſt blood that I can meet withal, 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 
Now * Eſperance ! Percy, and ſet on: 
4 Sound all the lofty inſtruments of war; 
And, by that muſick let us all embrace: 
For (heav'n to earth) ſome of us never ſha 
A ſecond time do ſuch a courteſie. 
[They embrace, then exeunt. The Trumpets found. 


SCENE VI. 
The King entreth. with his power ; Alarm to the battel. 


Then enter Dowglas and Sir Walter Blunt. 


Blunt. What is thy name, that thus in battel eroſſeſt | 
me? | 
What honour doſt thou ſeek upon my head.? 1 
Dow. Know then, my name is Dowglas. 4 
And I do haunt thee in the battel thus, 
Becauſe ſome tell me that thou art a King. 
Blunt. Thęy tell thee true. 
h Dow. The lord of Stafford:dear to-day. hath boughr 
* Thy likeneſs; for inſtead of tKee, King Harry, 
This Sword hath ended him, ſo ſhall it thee, 
Unleſs thou yield thee as my priſoner. | 
Blunt. I was not born to yield, thou haughty Scoe, 
And thou ſhalr find a King that will revenge 
Lord Stafford's death. 
l 7 Fight, 


®* This was the word of battel on Percy's fide. See 
Hall's Chron. fol. 22, 
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Fight, Blunt i, flain; then enter Hot · ſpur. 


Hot. O Domglas, hadſt thou fought at Holmedon thus 
I never had triumphed o'er a Scot. 
Dow. Alps done, all's won, here breathleſs lies the King. 
Hor. Where? | 
Dow. Here. / ett 
Hot. This, Dowglas ? no: I know this face full well: 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 
Semblably furniſh'd like the King himſelf. We 
Dow. Ah! fool go with thy ſoul whither it goes, 
A borrow'd-title haſt thou bought too dear. ; 
Why didſt thou tell me that thou wert a King? 
Her. The King hath. many marching in his coats. 
Dow. Now by my ſword, I will kill all his coats. 
III murder all his wardrobe piece by piece, 
Until I meet the King. 
Har. Up and away, W n 
Our ſoldiers ſtand full fairly for the day. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 
Alarm, enter Falſtaff ſolus. 


Fal. Though I could ſcape ſhot-free at London, I fear 
the ſhet here: here's no ſcoring, but upon the pate. Soft, 
who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt? there's honour for you; 
here's no vanity: I am as- hot as moulten lead, and as 
heavy too: heaven keep lead out of me, I need no more 
weight than mine own bowels. I have led my rag-o- 
muffians where they are pepper'd; there's not three ot 
my hundred and fifty left alive; and they are for the 
town's end, to beg during lite. But who comes here! 


Enter 


n Enter Prince Henry. 
F. Henry. What, ſtand'ſt thou idle here? lend me thy | 


wood. | 
Many a noble man lies ſtark and ſtiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, N 
Whoſe deaths are untereng d. Lend me thy ſword. 
Fal. O Hal, 1 pr'ythee give me leave to breathe a 
while. Turk Gregory never did ſuch-deeds in arms, as 
1 have done this day. I have paid Percy, 1 have made 


him ſure. | | 
P. Henry. He is indeed, and living to kill thee : 
I pr'ythee lend me thy ſword. z 1 ,vvon. 8 
Fal. Nay Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get'ſt nat my 
ſword: but take my piffal if thou wilt. 
P. Henry. Give it me: what, isit in the caſe ? 
Fa. Ay Hal, tis hot. There 't that will (ck a city. 
[The Prince draws out 4 bottleof fath. 
P. Henry, What, is it a time to jeſt anddally now? | 
| Throws it at him, and exit. 
Fal. If Percy be alive, I'll pierce him; if he do come {| 
in my way, o; if he do act, if I come in his, willing» | 


N 


ly, let him make a carbonado of me. I like not ſueh/ 
grinning honour as Sir Walter hath : give me life, which | 
if I can fave, ſo if not, heaour comes unlook'd for, | 


Exit. | 


and there's an ena. 
SCENE Vil. 


Aarum, Exciirſroms, Enter the King, the Prince, Lord John 
of Lancaſter, and the Ha of Weſtmorland, - 


K. Hen-y. I priythee, Harry, withdraw thy ſelf, thou 
bleedeſt too much: Lord Johr of Lancaſter, go you with 
him, 1 
Lan. Not I, my Lord, unleſs I did bleed too. 

P. Henry. I do beſeech your Majeſty make up, 
. Left your retirement do amaze your Friends. 


K. Henry, 


ä—N— — —— — — 
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K. Henry. I will do ſo: 

My lord of Weſtmorland, lead him to his tent. 
Weſt...Come, my lord, I'll lead you to your tent. 
P. Henyy. Lead me, my Lord! Ido not need your help, 


And heav'n forbid a ſhallow feratch ſhould drive 


The Prince of Wales from ſuch a field as this, 
Where ſtain d nobility lies trodden on, | 
And rebels arms triumph in maſſacres. 

Lan. We breathe too long; come couſin H morland, 
Our duty this way lies, for heaven's ſake come. 

P. Henry. By heav 'n thou haſt deceiv'd me, Lancaſſ er, 
I did not think thee lord of ſuch a ſpirit: 
Before, I low d thee as a brother, John; 


Zut now, I do reſpect thee as my ſoul. 


K. Henry. I ſaw him hold lord Percy at the point, 


With luſtier maintenance than I did look for 
of fuch an ungrown warrior. N 


P. Henry. Oh this boy 


Lends mettle to us all. [xx 


Manet Xing Henry. Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Another King ? they grow like Hydra's heads 


I am the Doewglas fatal to all thoſe 
That wear thoſe colours on them. What art thou 


That counterfeit'ſt the perſon of a King? 
K. Henry. The King himſelf, who, Dowglas, grieves 
at heart | 
So many of his ſhadows thou haſt met, 
And not the very King, I have two boys 
Seek Percy and thyſelf about the field; 
But ſeeing thou fall'ſt on me ſo luckily 
I will aflay thee: fo defend thyſelf. 
Dow. I fear thou art another counterfeir; 


| And yet in faith thou bear'ſt thee like a =, 


But mine I'm ſure thou art, who e'er thou 
And thus I win thee. 


[They fight, the King being in danger. 
Entey 
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Enter Prince Henry. 


P. Henry. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up again: the ſpirits 
Of Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms ; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 
Who never promiſeth, but means to pay. | 
[They fight, Dowglas fijeth. 
Chearly, my lord; how fares your grace? 
Sir Nicholas Gawſey hath for ſuccour ſent, 
And fo hath Clifren : I'll to Clifton ftrait. 
K. Henry. Stay, and breathe a while. 
Thou haſt redeem'd my loſt opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak'ſt ſome tender of my lite, 
la this fair reſcue thou haft brought to me. 
P. Henry. O heav'n, = did me too much injury, 
That ever ſaid I hearken'd for your death. 
If it were fo, L might have let alone 
Th' inſulting hand- of Dowglas over you, 
Which would have been as ſpzedy in your end, 
As all the pois'nous portions in the world, 
And fay'd the treach'rous labour of your ſon. _. 
K. Henry. Make up toClifren,1'il ro Sir Nicholas Gaw/oy. 
Exit. 


SCENE IX. 


Enter Hot - ſpur. 


Hot. If I miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 
P. Henry. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if I would deny my name. 
Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 
P. Henry. Then I ſee 
A very valiant rebel of that name. 
I am the Prince of Wales ; and: think not, Percy, 
To ſhare with me in glory any more :: 
Twyo ſtars keep not their motion in one ſphere, 
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Nor can one England brook a double reign, 
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

Het. Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To-end the one of us: and would to heav'n 
Thy name in arms were-now as great as mine. 

P. Henry. Lil make it greater ere I part fiom thee ; 
And all the budding honours on thy creſt 
IIl crop to make a garland for my head. 8 
Het. I cali no longer brook thy vanities; [ Fight. 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. Well nid, Hal; to it, Hal. Nay, you ſhall find 
no boys play here, I can tell you. 


Enter Dowelas, be fights with Falſtaff. who fall down a. if 
ys dead. The Prince kills ay 


Het. Oh, Harry, thou haſt robb'd me of my youth: 
I better brook the loſs of brittle life, 
Than thoſe proud titles thou haſt won of me; 
n my thoughts worſe than thy ſwerd my 
eſh: ä | 


But theught's the ſlave of life, and life time's fool; 

And time, that takes ſurvey of all the world, _ 

Muſt have a ſtop. O, I could propheſie, 

But that the æ earthy and cold hand of death, 

Lies on my tongue: no, Percy, thou art duſt, 

And food for [Dies. 
P. Henry. Worms, brave Percy, Fare thee well! 

Ill-weav'd ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ! 

When that this body did contain a ſpirit, 

A-kingdom for it was too ſmali a bound: 

But now two paces of the vileft earth 

Is room enovgh! this earth that bears thee dead, 
rs not alive ſo ſtout a gentleman. 

It thou art ſenſible of courteſie, 

I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhow of zeal. 

But let my favours hide thy mangled face, 


. | 8 And 
8 Pearth, and the 
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And ev'n in thy behalf, I'{ thank my ſelf 

For doing theſe fair rites of tenderneſs; 

Adieu, and take thy praiſe with thee to heav'n, 

Thy ignominy ſleep with thee in the grave, 

But not remember'd in thy epitaph. ¶ He de Falſtaff, 
What! old acquaiatance! could not all this fleſh 
Keep in a little life? poor Jack, farewel. 

I could have better ſpar'd a better aan. 

O, I ſhould have a heavy mifs of thee, 

If I were much in love with vanity. 

Death hath not ſtruck ſo fat a Deer to-day, 

Though many. a dearer in this bloody fray; 
Imbowell'd will 1 fee thee by and by, * 
Till then, in blood by noble Bergy lis. [Exit 


SCENE X. 
Falſtaff riſes. 


Fal. Imbowell'd ! if thou imbowel me to-day, I'll 
give you leave to powder me, andi cat me to-morruw. 
blood, 'twas time to counterfeit, or that hot termaganh 
Scot had paid me ſcot and lot too. Counterfeit? Ilye, I 
am no counterfeit; to die, is ta be a counterfeit, for he 
is but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life of 
a man: but to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby 
liveth, is to be no counterſeit, but the true and perfect 
image of life indeed. The better part of valour is 
diſcretion, in the which better part, I have ſaved my 
life. I am afraid of this gun- powder Percy, though he 
be dead. How if he ſhould counterſtit too, and riſe? I 
am afraid he would prove the better counterfeit; therefore 
I' make him ſure: yea, and I'll {wear I kilfd him. Why 
may not he riſe as well as I? nothing confutes me but 
eyes, and nobody ſees me. Therefore, ſirrah, with a 
new wound in your thigh, come you along with me. 
[ Takes Hat - pur on his back. 


SCENE 
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SCEN E XI. 


Enter Prince Henry and John of Lancaſter. 


P. _ Come, brother John, full bravely haſt thou 
ſht | 
Thy maiden ſword, 48 
Lan. But ſoft, whom have we here? 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 
P. Henry. I did, I ſaw him dead, 


And breathleſs on the ground: art thou alive, 


Or is it fancy plays upon our eye-fight? 

I pr'ythee ſpeak, we will not truſt our 

Without our ears: thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt. 
Fal. No, that's certain; I am not a double man; but 

if I am not Fack Falſtaff, then am I a Fack : there is 


Perey, if your father will do me any honour, ſo ; if not, 


let him kill the next Percy himſelf, I look either to 
Earl or Duke, I can aſſure you. 8 


N. Henry. Why, Percy 1 kill'd my ſelf, and ſaw thee 


Fal. Didſt thou? lord, lord, how the world is given 
to lying! I grant you I was down, and out of breath, 
and ſo was he; but we roſe both at an inſtant, and fought 
along hour by Shrewsbury clock: If I may be believed, 
ſo; if not, let them that ſhould reward valour bear the 
fin upon their own heads. T'llrake't on my death I gave 
him this wound in the thigh: if the man were alive, 
and would deny it; I would make him eat a piece of 
my Sword. 

Lan. This is the ſtrangeſt tale that &er I heard. 

P. Henry. This is the ſtrangeſt fellow, brother John. 
Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back: 

For my part, if a lye may do thee grace, 
Ft gild-it with the happieſt terms I have. 
| [4 Retreat is ſounded. 
The trumpets ſound retreat, the day is ours: | 
Come, brother, let's to th'higheſt of the field. 
To ice what friends are living, who are dead. [ Exeunt. 
| Fal. 
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Fal. I'll follow, as they ay, for reward. He that re- 
wards me, heav'n reward him. If I do grow great, Þ ll 
grow leſs ; for I'll purge, and leave ſack, and live cleanly, 
as a noble-man ſhould do. Ws DLE. 


SCENE: XU. 


The Trumpets found : Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, 
Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl of Weſtmorland, with 
Worceſter and Vernon Priſoners. 6 


K. Henry. Thus ever did rebellion- find rebuke: 
Ill-ſpirited Hor ſter, did we not ſend: grace, 
Pardon, and terms of love to all of you? 

And wouldft thou turn our offers contrary? 

Miſuſe the tenor of thy kinſman's truſt ? 

Three knights upon our party {lain to-day, 

A noble Earl, and many a creature elſe, 

Had been alive this hour, 

If like a chriſtian thou had'ſ truly born 

Betwixt our armies true intelligence. N 

Mor. What I have done, my ſafety urg'd me to, 
And I embrace this fortune paticntly, 

Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 

K. Henry. Bear Worceſter to death, and Vernon too. 
Other offenders we will pauſe upon. 


R Eæeunt Worceſter and Vernon. 
How goes the field ? F 


P. Henry. The 2 lord Dowglas, when he ſaw 
The fortune of the day quite turn'd from him, 
The noble Percy ſlain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear, fled with the reſt : 
And falling from a hill, he was ſo bruis'd 
That the purſuers took him. At my tent 
The Dowglas is, and I beſeech your grace, 
I may diſpoſe of him. . 
K. Henry. With all my heart. 
P. Henry. Then brother Fohn of Lancaſter, to you 
This honourable bounty ſhall belong: 


Ge 
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Go to the Dowglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleaſure, ranſomleſs and free: 
Hir valour ſhewn upon our creſts to-day, 
Hath taught us how to cheriſh ſuch high deeds, 
Ev'n in the boſom of our adverſaries. 
Lan. I thank your grace for this high courteſie, 
Which 1 ſhall give away immediately. 
K. Henry. Then this remains; that we divide our 
power. | 
You Son Fohn, and my Couſin Weſtmorland, 
Tow'rds York ſhall bend you, with your deareſt ſpeed, 
To meet Northumberland and Prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are buſily in arms. 
My ſelf and my fon Harry will tow'rds Wales, 
To fight with Glendower and the Earl of Marehe. 
Rebellion in this land ſhall loſe his ſway, 
Meeting the check of ſuch another day; 
And ſince this buſineſs ſo far iair is done, 
Let us not leave till all our own be wen. [ Exeunt. 


* THeſe two lines added aut of the firſt edition. 
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